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The cryſtal fountain, and the flow'ry plain? 


THE 
PROGRESS of LOVE. 


Four ECLOGUES. 


| UNCERTAINTY. Ecler I. 


To Mr. POPE. 


OPE, to whoſe reed beneath the beechen ſhade, 
The nymphs of Thames a pleas'd attention paid 3 


3 While yet thy muſe, content with humbler praiſe, 
Warbled in Windfor's grove her fylvan lays ; 
Though now ſublimely borne on Homer's wing, 


Of glorious wars, and godlike chiefs ſhe fing : 


Win thou, indulgent, hear my verſe relate 


; 'The various changes of a lover's ſtate ; 
And while each turn of paſſion I purſue, 


Al thy own heart if what I tell be true ? 


B 2 To 


[4] 


To the green margin of a lonely wood, 
Whoſe pendant ſhades o'erlook'd a filver flood, 


Young Damon came, unknowing where he ſtray d, : 


Full of the image of his beauteous maid : 

His flock far of, unfed, untended lay, 

To every ſavage a defenceleſs prey; 

No ſenſe of int'reſt cou d their maſter move, 
And every care ſeem d trifling now but love. 

A while in penſive ſilence he remain d, 

But tho? his voice was mute, his looks complain d; 
Forc'd his unwilling tongue to give them vent. 


Ye Nymphs he cry'd, ye Dryads, who fo long | 


Have favour'd Damon, and inſpir d his fong ; 
For whom, retir'd, 1 ſhun the gay reſorts 
Of ſportful cities, and of pompous courts ; 

In vain I bid the refileſs world adicu, 

To ſeek tranquillity and peace with you. 

'Tho' wild ambition, and deſtructive rage 

No faftions here can form, no wars can wage: 
Tho” envy frowns not on your humble ſhades, 
Nor calumny your innocence invades, 

Yet cruel love, that troubler of the breaſt, 

Too often violates your boaſted reft ; 

With inbred ftorms diſturbs your calm retreat, 

And taints with bitterneſs each rural ſweet. 


On Delia's face I fix d my eager eyes; 
Then in wild tumults all my foul was toſt, 
Then reaſon, liberty, at once were loft : 


And | 


[5] 
Bat what my heart employ'd on her alone. 
Then too ſhe ſmil'd : Can ſmiles our peace deſtroy, 
Thoſe lovely children of content and joy ? 
From the ſame ſpring at the ſame moment flow? 
Unhappy boy, theſe vain enquiries ceaſe, | 
Thought cou'd not guard, nor will reftore thy peace 
Indulge the frenzy that thou muſt endure, 
And ſooth the pain thou know'ſt not how to cure. 
Come, flatt ring memory, and tell my heart 
She frove its fondeſt wiſhes to obtain, 
Confrm her pow'r, and faſter bind my chain. 
If on the green we danc'd a mirthful band, 
To me alone ſhe gave her willing hand ; 
Her partial taſte, if e'er I touch d the lyre, 
Still in my ſong found ſomething to admire. 
By none but her my crook with flow'rs was crown's, 
N none but her my brows with ivy bound: 
The world that Damon was her choice believ'd, 
The world, alas! like Damon, was deceiv'd. 
In words as ſoft as paſſion cou'd inſpire, 
Coldly ſhe hear'd, and full of ſcorn withdrew, 
The frighted hind, who ſees his ripen'd corn 
Up from the roots by ſudden tempeſis torn, 
Whoſe faireſt hopes deſtroy d and blaſted lie, 
Feels not fo keen a pang of grief as I. 


161 

Were all the marks of kindneſs I receiv'd, 
But dreams of joy, that charm'd me and deceiv'd ? 
Or did you only nurſe my growing love, 

That with more pain I might your hatred prove ? 
Sure guilty treachery no place cou's find | 
In ſuch a gentle, ſuch a gen'rous mind : 

A maid brought up the woods and wilds among, 
Cou d ne er have learnt the art of courts ſo young: 
No; let me rather think her anger feign'd, 

Still let me hope my Delia may be gain dz 
"Twas only modeſty that ſeem d diſdain, 
And her heart fuffer's when ſhe gave me pain. 


Pleas'd with this flatt ring thought, the love · ſick boy 
Pelt the faint dawning of a doubtful joy ; 

Back to his flock more chearful he return'd, 
When now the ſetting ſun leſs fiercely burn'd, 
Blue vapours roſe along the mazy rills, 
And light's laſt bluſhes ting d the diſtant hills. 


HOPE.  EcLocve IL. 
To Mr. DODDINGTON. 


ſing, 

Notes ſoſt as thoſe of nightingales in fpring > 
Nor Pan, nor Pherbus tune the ſhepherd's reed > 
From love alone our tender lays proceed ; 

Love warms our fancy with enliv'ning fires, _ 


Dovpimeron, the notes that ſhepherdy | 
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From him Theocritus, on Enna's plains, 
Learnt the wild ſweetneſs of his Doric ſtrains ; 
Virgil by him was taught the moving art, 
That charm d each ear, and foften'd every heart: 
O would ſt thou quit the pride of courts, and deign 
To dwell with us upon the vocal plain, 
Thee too his pow's ſhould reach, and ev'ry ſhade 
Reſound the praiſes of thy fav'rite maid ; 
Thy pipe our rural concert wou'd improve, 
And we ſhou'd learn of thee to pleaſe and love. 


No more in unfrequented paths he ſtray d, 
But call d the nymphs to hear his jocund fong, 
And told his joy to all the ruſtic throng. 


Bleſt be the hour, he ſaid, that happy hour, 
When firſt I own'd my Delia's gentle pow'r ; 
Then gloomy diſcontent and pining care 
Forſook my breaſt, and left ſoft wiſhes there : 
1 
Where yonder limes combine to form a ſhade, 
Theſe cyes felt gaz'd upon the charming maid ; 
There the appear d. on that auſpicious day, 

When ſwains their ſportive rites ta Bacchus pay: 
Sheledthedance--heav'ns! wich what grace ſhe mov d: 
Who cou'd have feen her then, and not have lov'd ? 
I trove nat to reſiſt fo ſweet a flame, 

But glory d in a happy captive's name: 

Nor wou d I now, cou'd love permit, be free, 

But leave to brutes their ſavage liberty. 

Bey: _- Aud 


[93 
And art thou then, fond ſwain, owe ey? 
Can no reverſe thy flatt'ring bliſs defroy | . | 
Has treacherous love 16 torment yer in free? 
Or haſt thou never prov'd his fatal pow'r? 


Whence flow'd thoſe tears that late bedew'dthy check? 


Why figh'd thy heart 2s if it firove to break? 

Why were the deſart rocks invok d to hear 

The plaintive accent of thy ſad deſpair ? 

From Delia's rigour all thoſe pains aroſe, 

Delia, who now compaſſionates my woes, | 
Who bids me kope ; and in that charming word 
Has peace and tranſport to my foul refer d. a 


Begin, my pipe, begin the gladfome lay; 
A kib bow Dole GR Gr ere oft . 


A kifs obtain'd 'twixt aa 
Giv'n with fore d anger NS in: i 
—— — owns, 
'Suck as the mt on lofty band bees: 
Let other fains to praiſe or fame aſpire: 


1 from her Hips my recompence require. 


Mis tis be lll tc phate, 
Whilevvy flower of every Wert they drain : 


LF 


The thelter's herds on flow'ry couches flerp : | 
Nor bees, wor herds, are half T6 blef as I,. 

If with my fond defires my love comply; 
From Delia's bys's fwecier honey e, 
— — * 
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Ah how, my dear, ſhall I deſerve thy charms ? 


What gift can bribe thee to my longing arms ? 
A bird for thee in filken bands I hold, 


And bears the fortunate Canaries name ; 
In all our woods none boaſts ſo ſweet a note, 
Not ev'n the nightingale' 


s melodiqus throat. 
Accept of this; and cou d I add beſide, ; 


H all the gems in caſters rocks were mine, 
On thee alone their glitt ring pride ſhou d ſhine. 
But if thy mind no gifts have pow 'r to move, 


7 Phoebus himſelf mal leave th Aonian grove ; 


The tuneful Nine, who never ſuc in vain, 


Whoſe yellow plumage ſhines like poliſh'd gold ; 


What wealth the rich Peruvian mountains hide; 


. 


Shall come ſweet ſuppliants for theis fav'rize ni 


For him each blue-ey'd Naid of the flood, 

For him each green-hair d ſiſter of the wood, 
Whom oft beneath fair Cynthia's gentle ray 
His muſick calls to dance the night away. 
And you, fair nymphs, companions of my love, 


With whom ſhe joys the cowſlip meads to rove, 


I beg you recommend my faithful flame, 
Aud let her often hear her ſhepherd's name: 
Shade all my faults from her enquiring fight, 
And ſhew my merits in the faireſt light ; 
My pipe your kind aſſiſtance ſhall repay, 
B lay. 


But fee ! — the hear'uly Faic 
Enjoys the fragrance of the breczy air 
"WR 


Ak, 


F 16 ] 
Ah, thither let me fly with eager feet ; 
Adieu, my pipe, I go my love to meet 
O may I find her as we parted laft, 
And may each future hour be like the paſt! 
So ſhall the whiteſt lamb theſe paſtures feed, 
Propitious Venus on thy altars bleed. 


— 


. ä 
Lt. —_— 


JEALOUSY. Ecrocus. III. 
To Mr. EDIFARD WALPOLE. 


4E Nr 1 
Wealth is diſkurd'd by care, and pow'r by 1 
fear ; g 
Of all the paſſions that employ the mind, 
In gentle love the ſweeteſt joys we find ; 
Yet ev'n tlioſe joys dire jealdufy moleſts, 
And blackens each fair image in our breaſts. 
O may the warmth of thy too tender heart 
Ne'er feel the ſharpneſs of his venom d dart; 
Foe thy own quiet think thy miſtreſs juſt, 
And wiſely take thy happineſs on traſt. 


Begin my muſe, and Damon non's woes rehiearſe,. 
In wildeft numbers and diforder'd verſe. 


On a ramantic mountain's airy head | 
Anxious he lay, with jealous cares oppreſs d; 
Diſtroſt and anger EN in kis breaſt— 


The | 
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The vale beneath, a pleaſing proſpect yields, 
Of verdant meads and cultivated fields ; 
Through theſe a river rolls its winding flood, _ 
Adorn d wich various tufts of riſing wood 
Here half conceal'd in trees a cottage ſtands, 
A caſtle there the opening plain commands, 
Beyond, a town with git ring ſpires is crown d. 
And diſtant hills the wide horizon bound : 
So charming was the ſcene, a while the ſwain 
Beheld delighted, and forgot his pain ; 
But ſoon the flings infix'd within his heart, 
With cruel force renew d their raging fmnart : 
His flow'ry wreath, which long with pride he wore, 
The gift of Delia, from his brows he tore, 
Then cry'd ; May all thy charms, ungrateful maid, 
Like theſe neglefied roſes droop and fade; 
That triumphs now in that deluding face ; 
Thale alter'd looks may every ſhepherd fly, 
And ev'n thy Daphnis hate thee worſe than I. 


Say, thou inconſtant, whe tus Bin Sinn. 
To loſe the heart his tedious pains had won? 


Tell me what charms you in my rival find, | 
1 


Hlas he, like me, with long obedience ftrove 


To conquer your diſdain, and merit love ? 
Has he with tranſport every ſmile ador'd, 
And dy'd with grief at each ungentle word ?. 
Ah no! the conqueſt was obtain d with eaſe ; 
He pleas'd you, by not ſtudying to pleaſe : 

His careleſs indolence your pride alarm'd ; 

And had he low d you more, he leſs had charm'd. 


O pain 


. 


one nne 

nn penn 
mer tips which I was won o prefs: 
Another on her panting breaſt ſhall lie, 


And 
On pe gag ent 


I faw their friendly 
flocks together feed, 
I faw mead : 
Ie Gen ht MR 
* S 
was doom d to bear that hateful fight 
Where or hyp, ebay ws, | 
Ah wretched _ - 
X fwain, cou d no examples move - 
hs wy heart to ſhun the rage of love 
12 not hear d how poor * Menalcas 
— to Parthenia's fatal pride? * 
LE RITES. 
Around his tomb Y 13 
N their tears the mules paid. * 
Wou'd I cou e peace 
——— — 


Fs 


C 


And reſt as if my Delia 

No, laws beds lon q5 =} 

. 

— wou dſt thou * 

-\ eee 

— heav'n, and let her never know 

1 part of hapleſ Damon 's woe : 

an vengeance from the pow'rs above; © 
implore is never mare to love—— ; 


® See Mr. Gay's Diane. 
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Let me ſurget that Cer I thought her fair. 
Wearied, at length I feek thy downy reſt: 
No turbulence of paſſion ſhall deſtroy | 
Hear, mighty Pan, . 
What by your guardian deities I fwear ; 
No more my eyes ſhall view her fatal charms, 
No more I'll court the trait reſs to my arms; 
Not all her arts my teddy foul ſhall move, 


Alone he faw the beautcous Delia go: 
At once tranſported, he forgot his vow,, 
(Such perjuries the laughing gods allow) | | 
Down the ficep hills with ardent haſte he flew x | 
r | 


* ** 


_ 


ha rs. . 


POSSESSION. EcLoGuz Iv. 
To Lort CO BHAM. 


Ce wiker this nnn 
Whoſe guiding judgment gives me ſkill to fing ; 
Though far unequal to thoſe poliſh'd ſtrains, 

With which thy Congreve charm d the ift'ning plains, 
Yet ſhall its muſick pleaſe thy partial ear, 


And ſooth thy breaft with thoughts that once were 
dear; 


Recal 


(u] 


When ſmiling love with honour ſhar'd thy mind. 
The ſweet remembance fhall thy youth reſtore, 
Fancy again ſhall run paſt pleaſures o er; 


; 


And while in Stowe's enchanting walks you ftray, | 


This theme may help to cheat the ſummer's day. 


Beneath the covert of a myrtle wood, 
To Venus rais'd a ruftick altar flood, 
To Venus and to Hymen, there combin d, 
In friendly league to favour humankind. 
With wanton Cupids in that happy fhade, 
"The gentle virtues and mild wiſdom play d- 


Nor there in ſprightly pleaſure's genial train, 1 | 


Luke d fick diſguft, or kate repenting pain, 
Nor force, nor intereſt join'd unwilling hands, 
But love conſenting ty d the bliſsful bands. 
Thither with glad devotion Damon came, 
To thank the pow'rs who blefs'd his faithful flame; 
Two milk-white doves he on their altar laid, 

And thus to both his grateful homage paid : 
Hail, beunteous god, before whoſe hallow'd ſhrine 
My Delia vow'd to be forever mine, . 
While glowing in her cheeks, with tender love, 
And hail to thee, fair queen of young dafcrs, 
Since Delia now can all its warmth return, 
2 28 6s Tnttty From. 


O the dear gloom of laßt propitious night ! 
O ſhade more charming than the faireſt light! 


Then 


eo af LH 1 [13 


_ a ls: a 


ie; 
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Then in my arms I claſp'd the melting maid, 
Then all my pains one moment overpaid ; 
Then firſt the ſweet exceſs of bliſs I prov'd,. 
Which none can taſte but who like me have lov'd.. 
Thou too, bright goddeſs, once in Ida's grove, 
Didſt not diſdain to meet a ſhepherd's love, 
With bim while friſking lambs around you play d, 
Conceab d you ſperted in the ſecret ſhade ; 
Scarce cou d Anchiſes' raptures equal mine, 
And Delia's beauties only yield to thine. 


What are you now, my once molt valued joys 7 


Friendſhip itſelf ne er knew a charm like this, 
Nor Colin's talk cau'd pleaſe like Delia's kiſs. 


Te muſes, ſkilFd in every winning art, 
Teach me more deeply to engage her heart; 
Ye nymphs, to her your freſheſt roſes bring, 
And crown her with the pride of all the ſpring - 
On all het days let health and peace attend ; 
May the ne er want, nor ever loſe a friend; 


But let her Damon be her higheſt joy. 


With theg, my love, for ever will I ſtay, 
In the ſame field our mingled flocks we'll feed, 
To the ſame fpring our thizfty heifers lead, 
Together will we ſhare the harveſt toils, 
Together preſs the vine's autumnal ſpoils. = 
Delightful 


[16] 
Delightful ſtate, where peace and love combine, 
To bid our tranquil days bnclouded ſhine ! 

Here riſing foreſts lift their verdant heads ; 

Here let me wear my cazelefs life away, 

And in thy arms inſenſibly decay. 
When late old age our heads ſhall filver o'er, 
And our ſlow pulfes dance with joy no more ; 
And only Damon's eye ſhall think thee fair; 
Then may the gentle hand of welcome death, 
At one foft firoke deprive us beth of breath ; 
May we beneath one common flone be laid, 
Perhaps fome friendly muſe, in tender verſe, 
Shall deign our faithful paſſion to rehearſe, 
And future ages with juſt envy mov'd, 

Be told how Damon and his Delia lov'd.. 


$OLILOQUY 
Of a BEAUTY in the Cour rz 
Written at Eton-Schoel. [By the Same.] 


7” as night; and Fiavra to her room reti: d, 
= With ev'ning chat and ſober reading tir d; 
There melancholy, penſive, and alone, 
She meditates on the forſaken town : 
On her rais'darm reclin'd her drooping head, 
She figh'd, and thus in plaintive accents faid.. 


« Ah, 


THEE EAR 


and. Md. 


= 


. © 2 ene tevetnnnt Af - 

% To move with negligence; to dreſs with care? 

** What worth haveallthe charms our pride can boaſt, 
% Hf all in carmen folimde are loft F 

* Where none admire, "tis uſclefs to excet; 

Where none are Beaus, 'tis vain to be a Belle : 

„ Beauty, like wit, to judges ſhou'd be ſhewn ; 

++ Both moſt are valu'd, where they beſt are known. 

« With ev'ry grace of nature, or of art, 

«© We cannot break one fiubborn country heart: 

« The btutes, inſenfible, our pow'r defy :. 

- T6 love cxcceds a city. 

+ The town, the court, is beauty's proper ſphere ; 

That is our heav'n, and we are angels There: 

« In that gay circle thouſand Cupids rove, 

«© The court of Britain is the court of love. 

+ How have my ſparklingeyes their tranſport b d. 
— < At each diftinguiſh'd birth-night ball, to ſee 
* The homage due to empize, paid to me? 
Wen ev eye was fix'd on me alone, 
And dreaded mine more than the monarch's frown; 
* When rival flateſmen for my favour ſtrove, 
* Lefs jealous in their power, than in their love. 
« Chang's is the ſcene ; and all my glories dic, 
i'd, Lie flow'rs tranſplanted ta a colder y: 
4 PPP of giving pain, | 
4... 29 
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* Unbleſt I wear my uſeleſs time away ; 


Sleep (wretched maid!) all night, and dream all day. | 


Go at ſet hours to dinner and to pray'r; 

* For dulnefs ever muſt be regular. 

% Now with mama at tedious whilk I play ; 

% Now without ſcandal drink infipid tea: 

« Or in the garden breathe the country air, 

« Secure from meeting any tempter there : 

* From books to work, from work to books I rove, 
% And am (alas!) at leiſure to improve! 

Is this the life a beauty ought to lead? 


Z Were eyes ſo radiant only made to read? 2 
< Theſe fingers, at whoſe touch ev'n age wou'd glow, I 


Are theſe of uſe for nothing but to ſow ? 
* Sure erring nature never con d deſign 
To form a hufwife in a mould like mine? 
O Venus, queen and guardian of the fair, 

« Attend propitious to thy vot'ry's pray'r : 

Let me re-viſit the dear town again: 
Let me be feen!—cou'd I that wiſh obtain, 
wg All ocher withes my own power would gain. 


— a2 13 — 


BLENHEIM. 


Writ as the Univerſity of Oxbard in che ear 1727. 
[By the Same. | 
| pile to riſe, a a te lm 


1 
Miners, the wo wy advent rou he 


Aſſiſtant 
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Which moſt ſhall I admire, which worthieſt praiſe, 


[19] 
Afiftant I invoke, that means to ſing 
BLizxHEMI, monument of Britiſh fame, | 
Thy glorious work ! For thou the lofty tow'rs 


Didſt to his virtue raiſe, whom oft thy ſhield 
In peril guarded, and thy wiſdom ſteer'd 
Through all the ftorms of war. Thee too I call, 
Thalia, fylvan muſe, who lov' to rove 

Along the ſhady paths and verdant bow'rs — 
Of Woodſtock's happy grove: there tuning ſweet 
Thy rural pipe, while all the Dryad train 
Attentive liſten ; let thy warbling ſong 


I Paint with melodious praiſc the pleaſing ſcene, 


And equai theic to Pindus' honour'd ſhades. 


When Europe freed, cenkbs's the frving you's 
OfMaziz'roucu's hand; Britain who ſent him forth 
Chief of confederate hoſts, to. fight the cauſe 
Of Liberty and Juſtice, grateful rais'd 
This palace, facred to her leader's fame ; 


A trophy of ſucceſs; with ſpoils adorn'd 


Of conquer d towns, and glorying in the name 
Of that auſpicious field, where Cruncaiii's fword 
Vanquiſh'd the might of Gallia, and chaſtis'd 
Rebel Bavar.——Majeftick in its ſtrength 
Stands the proud dome, and ſpeaks its great deſign. 


Reward fo glorious! grateful nation, hail, 
Who paidf his ſervice with fo rich a meed 


The Hero or the people? Honour doubts, 
And weighs their virtues in an equal ſcale. 


* 
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Not thus Germania pays th' uncancell'd debt 
Of gratitude to us.——Bluſh, Czfar, bluſh, 
When thou behold'$t theſe tow'rs, ingrate, to thee 
A monument of ſhame. Canſt thou forget 
Whence they are nam'd, and what an Engliſh arm 
Did for thy throne that day? But we diſdain 
Or to upbraid or imitate thy guilt. 
Steel thy obdurate heart againſt the fenſe 
Of obligation infinite, and know, 
Britain like heav'n protects a thankleſs world 
For her own glory, nor expects reward. 


Purſues untir'd, and through the palace roves 
With ever new delight. The tap'firy rich 

With gold, and gay with all the beauteous paing 
Of various colour d filks, diſyos d with fell, 
Attracts her curious eye. Here Ifter rolls 
His purple wave ; and there the Granic flood 
Wich paſſing ſquadrons foams : here hardy Gaul 
Flies from the ſword of Britain ; there to Greece 
Efeminate Perſia yields. In arms oppos'd 
MaziB'roucs and ALEXanDEs vie for fame 
With glorious competition ; equal both 
In valour and in fortune, but their praiſe | 
De different, for with different views they fought z 
2 — and That to free mankind. 


The muſe to ſofter glories turns, and feeks 
The woodland Rade, delighted. Not the vale 
O Tempe d in fong, or Ida's grove 


Such 


of © 
2-4 


oryoIndp>pSpogrerdonr 


ger res. 


[2x ] 
The bow'r of Roſamonda, hapleſs fair, 
Sacred to grief and love ; the cryſtal fount 

In which ſhe us d to bathe her beautecus limbs 
Still warbling flows, pleas d to reflect the face 
Of Srzxzzn, lovely maid, when tir d the fits 
Beſide its flow'ry brink, and views thoſe charms 
Which only Roſamond could once excel. 

But fee where flowing with a nobler ſtream, 

A limpid lake of pureſt waters rolls 


Beneath the wide-ftretch'd arch, ſtupendous work, 
| Through —— pour | 


His ſpacious urn! Silent a while, and fnooth 
The current glides, till with an headlong force 
r — 68 22 


— in the dancing ray. 


In theſe retreats repos'd the mighty ſoul 
Of Cxuncurii, from the toils of war and fate, 
Splendidly private, and the tranquil joy 
Of contemplation felt, while RZUnZIn's dome 
Triumphal, ever in his mind renew'd | 
The mem'ry of his fame, and footh'd his thoughts | 
With pleaſing record of his glorious deeds. 
So by the rage of faction, home recall'd, 
Lucullus, while he wag d ſucceſsful war 
Againſt the pride of Afia, and the pow'r 
No loſſes could ſubdue, enrich'd with ſpoils 
Of conquer'd nations, back return'd to Rome, 


_ 
25 4 
2 

1 

41 
8 
# 
hs 
* © 

* 


ana —-—- 
Of fortune, or of taſte, and in her mind 
Found greatneſs equal to his own, and lov'd 
Himſelf in her. Thus each by each admir'd, 
In mutual honour, mutual fondneſs join d: 
Aiding each other's brightneſs, till the cloud 
Of night eternal quench'd the beams of one. 
Thee Cnuncni firſt, the ruthleſs hand of death 
Tore from thy confort's fide, and call'd thee hence 
To the ſublimer feats of joy and love; 

Where fate again ſhall join her foul to thine, 

Who now, regardful of thy fame, erects 

_ "The column to thy praiſe and ſooths her woe 

With pious honours to thy ſacred name 
Immortal. Lo! where tow'ring on the height 
Of yon aerial pillar proudly ftands 

Thy image, like a guardian god, ſublime, 

And awes the fubje& plain: Beneath his feet, 
Graſps victory, its ſlave. Such was thy brow 
Ned from thy frown, and in the Danube fought ' : 
A refuge from thy fword. —— There, where the field | 
Was deepeſt ſtain d with gore, on Hochſtet's plain, 
The theatre of thy glory, once was rais'd 


A meanet | 


de proud reward of thy ſucceſsful toils 


0 
A meaner trophy, by th” Imperial hand; 
Extorted gratitude ; which now the rage 
Of malice impotent, beſeeming ii 
A regal breaſt, has levell'd to the ground: 
I Mean inſult ! this with better auſpices 
dall ſtand on Britiſh earth, to tell the world 
How MazLBro' fought, for whom, and how repayd 
His ſervices. Nor ſhall the conſtant love 
Of her who rais'd this monument be loſt 
In dark oblivion : That ſhall be the theme 
Of fature bards in ages yet unborn, 
> Infpir'd with Chaueer's fire, who in theſe groves 
2 Firſt tun d the Britiſh harp, and little deem'd 
His humble dwelling ſhould the neighbour be 
I Of BLenuzn, Senn; 12 


} Obtain her favourites. But the noble pile 
(My theme) demands my voice.—O ſhade ador d, 
I Mariz'rovucs ! who now above the ſtarry ſphere 
7 Dwell'f in the palaces of heav'n, enthron's 
And ſacred ſtill to thy immortal fame, 
With tutelary care. Preſerve it ſafe 
From time's deſtroying hand, and cruel ſtroke 
Of factious envy's more relentleſs rage. 

When honour calls them to the field of war, 


For 
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For Europe's freedom, and Britanmia's fame: | 
That ſir d with gen'rous envy, they may dare ; 
To emulate thy deeds.—So ſhall thy name, N 
Dear to thy country, full inſpire her ſons N 
With martial virtue; and to high attempts, 3 
And nations ſar d, new monuments require, 
And other Brznuznes ſhall adorn the land. 
_ TO THE 3 
| 1 3 Te 
Reverend Dr. ATSCOUGH at Oxford. 1. 
Writ from Paris in the Year 1728. Fo 
1 — 
gn » deareſt friend, how roll thy hours away? In 
—— dy hen ti alters dap? Bu 
Doſt thou the facred volumes oft Th 
Of wiſe antiquity's immortal lore, Di 
Where virtue by the charms of wit rein d, 'Th 
At once exalts and poliſhes the mind ? Ha 
How diff vent from our medern guilty art, He 
Which pleaſes only to corrupt the heart ; No 
Whoſe curs'd refinements odious vice adorn, No 
And teach to honour what we ought to ſcorn | dat 
Doft thou in ſage hiſtorians joy to ſee TI 
How Roman greatneſs roſe with liberty; 
How the ſame hands that tyrants durſt controul, 5 
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Their empire ſtreteh d from Atlas to the Pole ; 


_ | 


The 


Or weakly careleſs, or too raſhly beld, 
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The proud lux 2 4 |; . 
Doft thou in letter'd Greece each charm admire, 
Each grace, each virtue freedom could inſpire ; 
Yet in her treubled ſtates fee all the woes, 
And all the crimes that giddy f * 1 


Til rent by parties, by corruption ſold, 


She ſunk beneath a miti ig 1 
The flave and turreſs — n 


Does calm philoſophy her aid impart 


Taught by her precepts, haſt thou learnt the end 
For which ts 


In undeſerving, undeſerv'd repoſe ; | 


But reaſon's influence to diffuſe ; to clear 
Diſpel the miſts of error, and unbind 

hoſe pedant chains that clog the freeborn mind. 
Happy who thus his leiſure can employ ! 

Nor vex'd with pangs that buſter boſums tear, 
Nor loſt to ſocial virtue s pleaſing care; 

Safe in the port, yet lab ring to ſuſtai 


| So Boyle in wiſdom found divine content ; 
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So Cambray, worthy of a happier doom, 
The virtuous ſlave of Louis and of Rome. 


Good * Wor ſter thus ſupports his drooping age, 
Far from court-flatt'ry, far from party-rage ; 
He, who in youth a tyrant's frown defy'd, 
Firm and intrepid on his country's fide, 
Her boldeſt champion then, and now her milde 
guide. 
1 © Gaifiiy Scizs! 
To emulate his worth, my friend, be thine ! 
Learn from his life the duties of the gown ; 
Learn not to flatter, nor inſult the crown ; 
Nor baſely ſervile court the guilty great, 
Nor raiſe the church a rival to the ſtate : 
To error mild, to vice alone ſevere, 
Seek not to ſpread the law of love by fear. 
The prieſt, who plagues the world, can never mend: 
No foe to man was e er to God a friend. 
All force but theirs is impious, weak, and vain. 


Cares that become m birth, and ſuit my age; 
In various knowledge to improve my youth, 
And conquer prejudice, worſt foe to truth; 

By foreign arts domeſtic faults to mend, 
Enlarge my notions, ard my views extend; 
The uſeful ſcience of the world to know, 
Which books can never teach, or pedants ſhew. 


* Dr. Heugb. | 
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A nation here I pity, and admire, 
Whom nobleſt ſentiments of glory fire, 
Yet taught by cuſtom's force, and bigot fear, 
To ſerve with pride, and boaſt the yoke they bear: 
Whoſe nobles born to cringe, and to command, 
In courts a mean, in camps a gen'rous band; 
From each low tool of pow'r content receive 
> Thoſe laws, their dreaded arms to Europe give. | 
 Tho' plunder d, gay; induſtrious, though oppreſs'd ; 
The jeſt and envy of each wiſer ſtate. 


| Yet here the muſes deign'd a while to ſport 
In the ſhort ſun-ſhine of a fav ring court: 


Here Boileau ſtrong in ſenſe, and ſharp in wit, 


Who from the ancients, like the ancients writ ; 
Permiſſion gain d inferior vice to blame, 
By flatt ring incenſe td ks maſter's fame. 
Here Moliere, firſt of comic wits, excell'd 
2 Whate'er Athenian theatres beheld ; 
Zy keen, yet decent ſatire ſkill'd to pleaſe, 
Wick morals mirth uniting, firenzth with eaſe. 
Now charm'd, I hear the bold Corneille inſpire 

> Heroick thoughts with Shakeſpear's force and fire ; 
The ſoſten d heart to pity and to love. 


| The pompous works of arbitrary ſway ; 
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Proud palaces, that drain d the ſubjects ſtore, 
Rais d on the ruins of th” oppreſs d and poor ; 
Where ev'n mute walls are taught to flatter ſtate, 
And painted triumphs flile ambition Gazar.* 
With more delight thoſe pleafing ſhades I view, 
Where Conde from an envious court withdrew : f 
Where, fick of glory, faftion, pow'r and pride, 
(Sure judge how empty all, who all had try d) 
Beneath his palms the weary chief repos d, 

And life's great ſcene in quiet virtue clos'd. 


With ſhame that other fam's retreat I ſee 
Adorn'd by art, difgrac'd by luxury f 
Where Orleans waſted ev'ry vacant hour, 
Jn the wild riot of unbounded pow'r ; 
Where feveriſh debauch and impious love 
Stain'd the mad table and the guilty grove. 


With theſe amuſements is thy friend detain'd, 
Pleas'd and inſtructed in a foreign land; 

Yet oft a tender wiſh recals my mind 

From preſent joys to dearer left behind : 


O native iſle, fair freedom's happieſt ſeat ! 
At thought of thee my bounding pulſes beat ; 
At thought of thee my heart inpatient burns, 
And all my country on my foul returns. 
When ſhall I ſee thy fields, whoſe plenteous grain 
No pow'r can raviſh from th induſtrions ſwain? 


* The wifferies of Louis XIV. painted in the galleries = 


of Verjailles. + Chantilly, Se. Claud. 
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That gave a BuzLercn, or a Russ birth? 


6 


The proudeſt flave of Bourbon's race diſdain 4 


Yet oh! what doubt, what ſad preſaging voice 
Whiſpers within, and bids me not rejoice ; 
Bids me contemplate ev'ry ftate around, 
From ſultry Spain to Norway's icy bound; 
Bids their loft rights, their ruin d glories fee ; 


6 


To Mr. POTNTAS 
Ambaſſador at the Congreſs of S0135085, 
in the Year 1728. 


Does not thy ſecret ſoul deſire retreat? 

Doſt thou not wiſh (the taſk of glory done; 

Thy buſy life at length might be thy own ;. 
2 That 
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That to thy lov'd philoſophy reſigu d, 
No care might ruffle thy unbended mind? 
Juſt is the wiſh. For ſure the happieſt meed, 
To favour'd man by ſmiling heav'n decreed, 
Is to reflect at eaſe on glorious pains, 
And calmly io enjoy what virtue gains. 


Not him I praiſe, who from the world retir'd, 
By no enlivening generous paſſion fir'd, 
On flow ' ry couches ſlumbers life away, 
And gently bids his active pom rs decay; 
Who fears bright glory's awful face to ſee, 
And ſhuns renown as much as infamy. 
But bleſt is he, who exercis'd in cares, 
To private leiſure public virtue bears? 
Who tranquil ends the race he nobly run, 
Him honour follows to the ſecret ſhade, 
In his retreats their harps the muſes firing, 
For him in lays unbought ſpontaneous ſing; 
Friendſhip and truth on all his moments wait, 
Pleas'd with retirement better than wath ſtate ; 
And round the bow'r where humbly great he lies, 
Fair olives bloom, or verdant laurels riſe. 


So when thy country ſhall no more demand 
When peace reſtor d ſhall on her downy wing 
Then to the ſhades of learned eaſe retir'd, 

The world forgetting, by the world admir'd, 
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Among thy books and friends, thou ſhall poſſeſs 
Contemplative and quiet happineſs ; 
Pleas'd to review a life in honour ſpent, 
And painful merit paid with ſweet content, 
Yet tho” thy hours unclogg d with forrow roll, 
Tho' wiſdom calm, and ſcience feed thy foul ; 
One dearer bliſs remains to be poſſeſs d, 


Which thy own heart perhaps would better tell: 
The point to which our ſweeteſt paſſions move, 
Is to be truly lov'd, and fondly love. 
This is he charm that e the wonkied bens, 
Friend to our health, and author of our reſt, 
Bids ev'ry gloomy vexing paſſion fly, | 
And tunes each jarring ftring to harmony. 
Ev'n while J write, the name of love inſpires 
Beneath his pow'r my raptur'd fancy glows, 
And ev'ry tender verſe more ſweetly flows. 
Dull is the privilege of living free ; 
Our hearts were never form'd for liberty : 
In vain to groves and gardens we retire, 
And nature in her rural works admire ;. 
Tho' grateful theſe, yet theſe but faintly charm ;. 
They may delight us, but can never warm. 
May ſome fair eyes, my friend, thy boſom. fire 
With pleaſing pangs of ever gay deſire ; 

C 4. And 
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And teach thee that ſoſt ſcience, which alone 
Still to thy ſearching mind reſts ſlightly known. 
Thy ſoul, tho” great, is tender and refin'd, 
To friendſhip ſenſible, to love inclin d; 
Againſt the entrance of ſo ſweet a gueſt. 

Hear what th' inſpiring muſes bid me tell, 
For heav'n ſhall ratify what they reveal. 


A choſen bride ſhall in thy arms be plac'd, 
With all th” attractive charms of beauty grac'd ; 
Whoſe wit and virtue ſhall thy own expreſs, 
Diftinguiſh'd only by their ſofter dreſs : 

Thy greatneſs ſhe, or thy retreat ſhall ſhare, 
 Sweeten tranquillity, or foften care: 

Her fmites the taſte of ev'ry joy ſhall raiſe, 
And add new pleaſure to renown and praiſe ; 


That happineſs is near ally d to love. 


VERSES to be written under a Picture 
of Mr. POYNTZ. 
[By the Same.) 


Wc is thy form, O Poyntz! but who ſhall find 
A hand, n 
A mind unmov d by ev'ry vulgar fear, 
In a falſe world that dares to be fincere ; 
Tho' firm, yet pliant ; active, tho ſedate ; 
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With all th a 3 fraught 
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Yet better ſtill by native prudence taught; F 
S 
an pity frailties it could never feel ; 

Gr ED ne'er ſought to know. 
What — party, whether friend or foe ; 
That, ' d on equal virtue's temp'rate laws, 
non and ſhuns applauſc ; 
That, —— fry dind, 
Would for another think this praiſe deſign'd. 


An Epiſtle to-Mr. P O P E. 
From Rome, 1730. [ By the Same. 


| bard ! for whom each muſe has 
— of th onian grove + 
Preſerv — i nm. 
2 Congreve are no more; 
The darken d age's laſt remaining light! 
To thee from Latian realms this verſe is wit, 
102 ©-+ — 


> Fall n in their glory, and their virtue loſt ; 


From tyrants, and from pri 
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in thy breaſt the Roman fire. 
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go in the ſhades, where chear'd with ſummer rays 
Melodious linnets warbled ſprightly lays, 

Soon as the faded, falling leaves complain 

Of gloomy winter's unauſpicious reign, 

No tuneful voice is heard of joy or love, 


But mournful ſilence ſaddens all the grove. 


* Unhappy Italy! whoſe alter d ſtate 

Has felt the worſt ſeverity of fate: 

Not that barbarian hands her faſces broke, 

And bow'd her haughty neck beneath their yoke ; 
Not that her palaces to earth are thrown, | 
Her cities deſart, and her fields unſown ; 

But that her ancient ſpirit is decay d, 

That facred wiſdom from her bounds is fled, 
That there the ſource of ſcience flows no more, 


Whence its rich ſtream ſupply d the world before. 


Wella eames! that once in Latium ſhin'd, 
Born to inſtruct, and to command mankind ; 


Chiefs, by whoſe virtue mighty Rome was rais'd, 


And poets, who thoſe chiefs ſublimely prais'd ! 
Oſt I the traces you have left explore, 

Your afhes viſit, and your urns adore ; = 
With ivy's venerable ſhade o'ergrown 3 
"Thoſe hallow'd ruins better pleas'd to ſee 
Than all the pomp of modern luxury. 


As late on Virgil's tomb freſh flow'ss I fo d. 
While wich m infpizing muſe my boſom gjon's, 
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Crown'd with eternal bays my raviſh'd eyes 
Beheld the poet's awful form ariſe ; 
Stranger, he ſaid, whoſe pious hand has paid 

|} Theſe grateful rites to my attentive ſhade, 

When thou ſhalt breathe thy happy native air, 

+ To Pope this meſſage from his maſter bear: 


To whom I give my own harmonious lyre, 

If high exalted on the throne of wit, 

Near me and Homer thou aſpire to fit, 

In all the flow'ry paths of Pindus fray, 
But ſhun that thorny, that unpleaſing way; 
Nor when each ſoft engaging muſe is thine, 
Addreſs the leaſt attractive of the nine. 


4 
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Off thee more worthy were the taſk, to raiſe 
A laſting column to thy country's praiſe ; 
To ſing the land, which yet alone can boaſt. 
That liberty corrupted Rome has loft ; 
Where ſcience in the arms of peace is laid, 
And plants her palm beſide the olive's ſhade. 
Such was the people whoſe exploits I ſung ; 
Brave, yet refin'd, for arms and arts renown'd, | 
With different bays by Mars and Phezbus crown'd ; , 
Dauntleſs oppoſers of tyrannic ſway, 
But pleas'd a mild Auguſtus to obey. 
wa I If theſe commands ſubmiſſive thou receive, 
Immortal and unblam d thy name ſhall live; 


Envy - 
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Envy to black Cocytus ſhall re ire, 

And howl with furies in tormenting fire; 
And join the patriat's to the poet's praiſe. = 


—— 


Strenua nes exercet inertia: Navibas atque 
Drnadrigis petims bene wivere : quod fetis kic off ; 
i Ulabris, Animus fic te non deficit equas. 

Horace. 


AV'RITE of Venus and the tuneful nine, 
Pollio, by nature form'd in courts to ſhine, 
Wilt thou once more a kind attention lend 
Ta thy long abſent and forgotten friend; 
Who after ſeas and mountains wander d o'er, 
Return'd at length to his own native ſhore, 
From all that's gay retir'd, and all that's great, 
Beneath the ſhades of his paternal feat 
Has found that happineſs he ſought in vain 
On the fam'd banks of Tiber and of Seine ? 


"Tis not to view the well-proportion'd pile, 
The charms of Titian's and of Raphael's file ; 
At ſoft Italian ſounds to melt away; 

Or in the fragrant groves of myrile ſtray ; 


That lulls the tumults of the ſoul to ref, 
Or makes the fond poſſeſſor truly bleſt. 
In our own breaſts the ſource of pleaſure lies 
Still open, and ſtill flowing to the wiſe ; 
Not forc'd by toilſeme art and wild defire 
Beyand the bounds of nature to aſpire, 
But in its proper channels gliding fair ; 
A common benefit, which all may ſhare. 
vet half mankind this eaſy good diſdain, 
Nor reliſh happineſs unbought by pain; | 
Falſe is their taſte of bliſs, and thence their ſearch [ 
is vain: 
3 Weclimb the Alps, and brave the raging winds. 
q Through various toils to ſeeie content we roam, 
E> | | Which but with 2binking right were our's at home. 
Heal the diſtemper d mind of aking care. 
The wretch by wild impatience driv'n to rove- 
| } Ver'd with the pangs of ill-requited love, 
2 From pole to pole the fatal arrow bears, 
Wich equal pain each different clime he tries, 


Be chang d by Afrie's heat, or Ruſſia's ſnow ? 
Or how can aught but pow'rful reaſon cure, 
What from unchinking folly we endure ? 


Happy 
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Happy is he, and he alone, who knows 
His heazt's uneaſy diſcord to compoſe ; 
In gen'rous love of others good to find 
The ſweeteſt pleaſures of the focial mind; 
To bound his wiſhes in their proper ſphere ; 
To nouriſh pleaſing hope, and conquer anxious fear. 
This was the wiſdom ancient ſages taught, 
This was the fov'reign good they juſtly ſought ; 
Ti to no place or climate is conſin d, 
—— — — 
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The uſeful practice of philoſophy : | 
Horace, the wiſeſt of the tuneful choir, 7 
Not always choſe from greatneſs to retire, , 
But in the palace of Auguſtus knew 

The ſame unerring maxims to purſue, 

Which in the Sabine or the Velian ſhade - 

His ſtudy and his happineſs he made. 


May you, my friend, by his example taught, . 
View all the giddy ſcene with ſober thought; 
Undazzled every glitt ring folly ſee, . 
And in the midf of laviſh forms be free; 

In its own center keep your ſteady mind; 

Let prudence guide you, but let honour bind; 
In ſhow, in manners, act the courtier's part, 

But be a country-gentleman at heart. 


" _T_w_ W : 
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ADVICE to a LADY. 
[ By the Same. 1731.] 


"HE counſels of a friend, Belinda, hear, 
Too roughly kind to pleaſe a lady's ear, 
Unlike the flatteries of a lover's pen, 

Such truths as women ſeldom learn from men. 
Nor think I praiſe you ill, when thus I ſhew 
What female vanity might fear to know: 

Some merit's mine, to dare to be fincere, 

But greater your's, fincerity to bear. 


Hard is the fortune that your ſex attends ; - 
Women, like princes, find few real friends : 
All who approach them their own ends purſue : 
Hence oft from reaſon heedleſs beauty ftrays, 
And the moſt truſted guide the moſt betrays : 
Hence by fond dreams of fancy'd pow'r amus'd, 
When moſt you tyrannize you're moſt abus'd. 


What is your ſex's earlieſt, lateſt care, 
Your heart's ſupreme ambition? To be fair: 
For this the toilet every thought employs, 
Hence all the toils of dreſs, and all the joys.: 


For this, hands, lips, and eyes are put to ſchool, 
And each inſtructed feature has its rule: 


And yet how few have learnt, when this is giv 'n, 
; 4 | 


How 


40] 


How few with all their pride of form can move 7 
How few are lovely, that were made for love? 
Do you, my fair, endeavour to poſſeſs 

An elegance of mind as well as dreſs; 

Be that your ornament, and know to pleaſe 
By graceful nature's unaffected eaſe. 


Nor make to dangerous wit a vain pretence, 
But wiſely reſt content with modeſt ſenſe ; 
For wit, like wine, intoxicates the brain, 
Too ftrong for feeble woman to ſuſtain ;. 


And half of thoſe who have it, are undone. 


Be ſtill ſuperior to your ſex's arts, 

Nor think diſhoneſty a proof of parts ;. 

For you the plaineſt is the wiſeſt rule, 

A Cunninc Woman is a Kxnaviss Fool. 


Be good yourſelf, nor think ancther's ſhame 
Prudes rail at whores, as ſtateſmen in diſgrace 
Virtue is amiable, mild, ſerene, 
Without, all beauty, and all yrace, within: 
The honour of a prude is rage and ftorm, 
Tis uglineſs in its moſt frightful form: 
Fiercely it ſtands defying gods and men, 
As fiery monſters guard a giant's den. 


Seek to: be good,. but aim not to be great: 
A woman's nobleſt ſtation is retreat; 


[41] 


Her faireft virtues fly from public fight, 
Domeſtic werth, — Ja. act 


To rougher man: ambition's taſk reſign: 
Tis ours in ſenates or in courts to ſhine, 
To labour for a funk. corrupted ftate, 
Or dare the rage of envy, and be great. 
One only care your gentle breaſts ſhould more, 
TY important buſineſs of your life is love; 

To this great point dire& your conſtant aim, 


Die never cool reſerve with paſſion join'd : 

Wich caution chuſe ; but then be fondly kind. 
The fclfh heart, that but by halves is given, 

Shal? find no place in love's delightful heav'n ; 
Here fweet extreams alone can truly bleſs 
The virtue of a lover is exceſs. 


| A maid unaſk'd mayowna well-plac'd flame, 
Not loving ff, but loving wwroxg is ſhame. 


Contemn the little pride of giving pain, 
Nor think that conqueſt juſtifies diſdain ; 

Short is the. period of inſulting pow'r ; 

| Offended Cupid finds his vengeful hour, 

Soon will reſume the empire which he gave, 
; And ſoon the.tyrant ſhall become the flave. 


Bleft is the maid, and worthy to be bleſt, 
| Whoſe ſoul entire by him ſhe loves poſſeſs d, 
Feels every vanity in fondneſs loſt, 


And aſks no pow'r, but that of pleaſing moſt: 


Her's 


[42] 
Her's is the bliſs in juſt return to prove- 
The honeſt warmth of undiſſembled love; 
For her, inconſtant man might ceaſe to range, 
And gratitude forbid defire to change. 


But left harſh care the lover's peace deſtroy, 

Let reaſon teach what paſſion fain wou'd hide, 
That Hymen's bands by prudence ſhould be ty d. 5 
If angry fortune on their union frown : E 
— EA LOCI ho o'w, 
Then waking to the ſenſe of laſting pain, 
Does but encreaſe the anguiſh of their grief ; 
While both cou'd eaſier their own ſorrows bear, 
Than the ſad knowledge of each other's care. 
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SAME m0 


en 
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Yet may you rather feel that virtuous pain, 
Than fell your violated charms for gain; 
For the vain glare of uſeleſs wealth or ſtate. 
The moſt abandon d proftitutes are they, 
Who not to love, but aw rice fall a prey: 
Nor ought avails the ſpecious name of WIr z; 
A maid fo wedded, is a W noa ror Lirs. 


En in the happief choice, where fung heav'n. | 
Has equal love, and eaſy fortune giv'n, 

Think not, the huſband gain'd, that all is done ; 
The prize of happineſs muſt ftill be won; 


FIE 


With 
Skill 
Each 


* 
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. 
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And oft, the careleſs find it to their coſt, 
The lower in the hy/band may be loſt : 
They and the virtues meeting muſt 


Let ev'n your prudence wear the pleaſing dreſs. 
Of care for him, and anxious tenderneſs. 

From kind concern about his weal, or woe, 

Let each domeſtic duty ſeem to flow ; 

6 The Housworp Scgrraz if he bids you bear, 
Make it your pride his ſervant to appear: 

| Before his eye perceives one beauty gone: 

 Ev'n ver your cold, your eyer-ſacred urn, 

His conſtant flame ſhall unextinguiſh'd burn. 


9 Thus, I, Belinda, would your "Ot 

And form. your heart to all the arts of love: 

Tube taſk were harder to ſecure my own 

| Againſt the pow'r of thoſe already known : | 
[ SKF4 every folk atrafiien to employ, 
| Each flat ring hope, and each alluring joy; 
len your genius, and from you receive 
L 4 which to you I give. 
; 


5 4 | 
+ 
And | 
of 
— * 
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S O N S. 


Britten in the Year 1732. [By the Same. 


I. 


I wou'd approach, but dare not move; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 
II. 

Whene'er ſhe ſpeaks, my raviſ d ear 

No other voice but her's can hear, 

No other wit but her's approve ; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

| = * 

If the ſome other youth commend, 

Though I was once his ſondeſt friend, 

His inſtant enemy I prove; 

Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

b IV. 
When ſhe is abſent, I no more 
Delight in all that pleas'd before, 


The cleareſt ſpring, or ſhadieſt grove ;' 


Tell me, my heart, if this be love ? 

| V. 
When fond of pow'r, of beauty vain, 
I ftrove to hate, but vainly firove ;. 
Tell me, my heart, if this be love? 


HEN Derr on the plain appears, 
Aw'd by a thouſand tender fears, 


[45] 


Written in the Year 1733 · {By the Same. 


7 1. 
| S 
That part my love and me, 
f My longing eyes may hope at laſt 
E: Their only wiſh to fee. 
- FEE = 
E The man you've loſt fo long? 
Will love in all your pulſes beat 
N | And tremble on your tongue ? 
8 III. 
F: Your heart is ſtill the ſame ; 
Z Our fears in abſence frame ? 
| 230, Bis. es Ste io. 
| When ſhortly we ſhall meet, 
| ey EI 
5 V. 
in if rhe dream that gebe my mind 
| 1f1 am doom d at length to find 
You have forgot to love ; 


VI. All 


[ 46 ] 


VI. 


All I of Venus aſk, is this; 
No more to let as join ; 

But grant me here the flatt ring bliſs, 

To dic and think you mine. 


DAMON and DELTA 


—CY 


In Imitation of Horace and LY DIA. ; 


Written in the Tear $732. [By the Same. J 


Damon. | 
"ELL me, my Delia, tell me why 
My kindeſt, fondeft looks you fly: 
What means this cloud upon your brow ? 
Have I offended ? tell me how ? 
Some change has happen'd in your heart, 
Some rival there has ftoPn a part; 
Reaſon theſe fears may diſapprove : 
But yet I fear, becauſe I love. 
DzTIA. 
Firſt tell me, Damon, why to day 
At Belvidera's feet you lay ? 
And ev'ry trifling beauty rais'd, 
As if you meant to let me fee 
Your flatt'ry is not all for me ? 
Alas! too well your fex I knew, 


Danos. 


[ 47 ] 
Danon. 
Unkind ! my falſchood to upbraid, 
When your own orders I obey'd; 
You bid me try by this deceit 
The notice of the world to cheat, 
And hide beneath another name 
The ſecret of our mutual flame. 
Daria. 
Damon, your prudence I confeſs, 


But let me wiſh it had been lefs ; 


Too well the lover's part you play d, 
Had it been only art, your eyes 
Wou d not have join'd in the diſguiſe. 


Damon. 


Ah, ceaſe thus idly to moleſt 


Wich groundleſs fears thy virgin breaſt. 
While thus at fancy'd wrongs you grieve, 
To me a real pain you give. 


DtL1a. 


[48] 
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In Imitation of PasTor Fipo. 
lo Primavera Giovents del Anno.) 
'Written abroad in 1729. [By the Same.) 
"1 
rr. 
Vouth of the tender year, delightful ſpring, 


At whoſe approach inſpir d with equal fires, 
de 


Again doſt thou return, 18 
Return the ſmiling hours I once poſſeſs d; 
Neſſings thou bring ſt to others, but to me 
The fad remembrance, that I once was blefs'd. 
Hi. 
Thy faded charms, which winter ſnatch'd away, 
Renew'd in all their former luſtre ſhine ; 
But ah ! no more ſhall hapleſs I be gay, 
Or know the vernal joys that have been mine. 
IV. | 
'Tho' linnets fing, tho” flowers adorn the green, 
Tho” on their wings ſoft zephyrs fragrance bear; 
Harſh is the muſic, joyleſs is the ſcene, 
The odour faint ; for Delia is not there. 
— 
Chearlefs and cold I feel the genial fun, 
From thee while abſent | in exile rove ; 
Thy lovely preſence, faireſt light, alone 
Can warm my heart to gladneſs and to love. 


Part 


[49] 
Part of n ELEGY f TinurLvs 
Tranſlated. 
1729-30. | [I the Came] 


ET others heap of wealth a ſhining flore, 
N And much poſſeſſing labour ſtill for more: 

4 n 

Aſpire to win a dang'rous fame in arms: 

Me tranquil poverty ſhall Iull to reſt, 

| Humbly ſecure and indolently bleſt; 

Warm d by the blaze of my own chearſul hearth, 
Il waſte the wintry hours in focial mirth ; | 
In ſummer pleas'd attend to harveſt toils, 

In autumn preſs the vineyard's purple ſpoils, 

And oft to Delia in my boſom bear 

Some kid, er lamb that wants its mother's care: 

| With her I'll celebrate each gladſome day, 

Witch her new milk on Pales“ altar pour, 

And deck with ripen'd fruits Pomona's bow'r. 

At night, how ſoothing wou'd it be to hear, 

| Shelter'd and warm, the tempeſt whiſfling near,; 

And while my charmer in my arms I ſtrain, 

: Slumber aſſiſted by the beating rain! | : 
Ah! how much happier, than the fool who braves 
In ſearch of wealth the black tempeſtuou: 

While I contented with my little ftore, 

In tedious voyage ſeck no diſtant ore, 

Vor I, D | But 


[ 50 ] 
But idly lolling on ſome ſhady ſeat, 
Near cooling fountains ſhun the dog-ſtar's heat; 
For what reward fo rich cou'd fortune give 
That I by abſence ſhou'd my Delia grieve ? 
Let great Meffalla ſhine in martial toils, 
And grace his palace with triumphal ſpoils ; 
Me beauty holds in ſtrong, tho” gentle chains, 
Far from tumultuous war and duſty plains. 
With chee, my love, to paſs my tranquil days, 
How would 1 flight ambition's painful praiſe ! 
How wou d I joy with thee, my love, to yoke 
The ox, and feed my folitary flock ! 
On thy ſoft breaſt might I but lean my head, 
How downy ſhould I think the woodland bed! 


Deteſts the gilded couck's ufelefs pride, 

Nor knows his weary, weeping eyes to cloſe, 

Tho' murm ring rills invite him to repoſe. 

Hard were his heart, who thee, my fair, cou'd leave 
For all the honours proip'rous War can give ; 

'Tho' through the vanquith'd caſt he ſpread his fame, 
And Parthian tyrants trembled at his name ; 

Tho' bright in arms, while hoſts around him bleed, 
With martial pride he preſs d his foaming fteed. 

No pomps like theſe my humble vows require; 

I ak, in thy embraces to expire: 

Thee may my cloſing eyes in death behold ! 

Thee may my fault'ring hand yet ſtrive to hold ! 
Then o'er my breathleſs clay thy tears will flow; 
Thy tears will flow, for gentle is thy mind, 
Nor doſt thou think it weakreſs to be kind, 
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2] 
With thee each youth and tender maid ſhall join 
In grief, and mix their friendly ſighs with thine : 
But ah! my Delia, I conjure thee ſpare 
Thy heaving breaſts and looſe diffevell'd hair: 
Wound not thy form; left on ch Elyiian coaſt 
Thy anguiſh ſhou'd diſturb my peaceful ghoſt. 


| But now nor death, nor parting ſhou'd employ 
| Our ſprightly though:s, or damp our bridal joy: 
| We'll live, my Delia, and from life remove 

Old age in vain thoie pleaſures wou'd retrieve, 
Which youth alone can taſte, alone can give; 

Then let us ſnatch the moment to be blu, 

| This hour is love's——Be fortune's all the reſt. 


ave | Written in the Year 1732. [By the Same. ] 

NAY, Mrna, why is gentle love 
ad . A ſtranger to that mind, 
: Which pity and eſteem can move ; 
Which can be juſt and kind ? 

H. 

Iz it becauſe you fear to ſhare 
T1 The ills that love moleſt ; 
| The jealous doubt, the tender care, 
1 3 That rack the am rous breaft ? 

D 2 III. Alas! 


[ 521] 


Alas ! 3 
We every. bliſs muſt gain: 

The heart can ne'er a tranſport know, 
That never feels a pain. 


— 


Writ at Mr. Porz's Honſe at Twickenham, 


* o 1 


which he had lent to Mrs. Gille. = 
l bn Agen 1733. [By the Same. ] HH 
2 K 


O, Thames, and tell the buſy town ; 
Not all its wealth or pride 
Cou'd tempt me from the charms that crown 
Thy rural flow xy fide : 
II. 
Thy flow ry fide, where Porx has plac d 
With er ry ſmile of nature grac d, 
Wich ev'ry art compleat. 
III 


Vet ſtill for beauteous G—le's ſake, 
The Muſes here remain; 
G—— le, whoſe eyes have power to make 
A Porz of ev'ry train. 85 
EPIGRAM, 
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E P1GKkA4AMK 


| [By the Same.] 


AZut love can hope where reaſon would deſpair. 


To Mr. WS Tr, at Wickham. 
 FFritten in the Fear 1740. 
[By the Same.] 
AIR nature's ſweet fimplicity 
Wind elegance refin d, 
Well in thy feat, my friend, I fee, 
But better in thy mind. 
To bath from courts and all their ſtate 
Eager I fly, to prove © 
Joys far above a courtier's ſate, 
Tranquillity and love. 


——— 


* —— 
_ — 
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To Mis LUCY F-----, 


NCE by the muſe alone inſpir d, 
I fang my amorous ftrains : 
No ferious love my boſom fir d; 
Yet every tender maid deceiv d 
'The idly-mournful tale believ'd, 
3 
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But Venus now to puniſh me, 

For having feign'd fo well, 
Has made my heart ſo fond of thee, 
That not the whole Aonian quire 

Its real flame to tell. 


To the Same, with Hammond's 
[ By the Same.) 


ILL that of love can be exprefs'd 
| In theſe foft numbers ſee ; 
| But, Lucy, wou'd you know thereft, 
It muſt be read in me. 


Eine 


9 


CO 


To the Seme. [ By the Same.] 


him who in an hour muſt die, 

Not fwifter ſeems that hour to fly, | 
Than flow the minutes ſeem to me, : 
Which keep me from the fight of thee. 


Another day or year to live; 
Than I to ſhorten what remains i 


05 
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Oh ! come to my impatient arms, 

Oh ! come with all thy heavenly charms, 
At once to juſtify and pay 

The pain I feel from this delay. 


To the Same. [ By the Same. ] 


I. 
colt my wandiel — care, | 
Laſt night the ſecret caſket Fexplord; 
Where all the letters of my abſent fair, 
(His richeſt treaſure) careful love had ſtor d: 
I. 
In every word a magic ſpell I found 
Of po r tocharm each buſy thought to reſt, 
Though every word encreas'd the tender wound 
Of fond deſire ſtill throbbing in my breaſt. 
HE. 
So to his hoarded gold the miſer fteals, 
And loſes every forrow at the fight ; 
Vet wiſhes ſtill for more, nor ever feels 
Entire contentment, or ſecure delight. 
IV. 


Ah! how I loſe thee, my too lovely maid, 


[56] 


Not one kind word ſhall in my pow'r remain 
A painful witneſs of reproach to thee ; 
And left my heart ſhou'd flill their ſenſe retain, 

My heart ſtall break, to leave thee wholly free. 


DO 


—_—_ : . — 


— 


A Prayer to Venus in her Temple at Stowe. 
To the Same. [Az the Seme.] 

I. ey 

AIR Vxvs, whoſe delightful furine farvers 


Its front reflected in the filver lake, 
Theſe humble off rings, which thy ſervant pays, 


22 — 


II. 
Wann 
Than Lucy's charms all other charms excel, 
Far from my breaſt each ſoothing hope remove, - 
U ww 
III. 
But if my foul is fill d with her alone, 
Oh ! make her, Goddeſs, make her all my own, 
—_———— ́ ,.; 
No watchful ſpies I ak to guard her charms, 
No walls of brafs, no ſteel-defended door; 
Place her but once within my cucling arms, 
Love's ſureſt Fort, and I will doubt no more. 


To 


To 


And 


„ You afted once (the ſhepherd faid) 


[7] 
On her pleading want of Tine. 
= 
N Thames's bank, > gentle your 
For Lve r figh'd with matchleſs truth, 
Ev'n when he figh'd in rhyme ; 
The lovely maid his flame return'd, 
wou d with equal warmth have burn d-. 
Oſt he repair d with eager feet 
In ſecret ſhades his fair to meet , 
Beneath th” accuſtom'd lyme; 
She wou'd have fondly met him there, 


rc It was not thus, inconſtant maid, 


When love was in its prime? 
She griev'd to hear him thus complain... 
And wou d have writ to eaſe his pain, 
323 | 
F IN. 
mon - SINE | 
We ſoon muſt part for months, for years — 
She wou d have anſwer d with her tears, 
D; 
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OUR ſhape, yourlips, your eyes are fill the ſame, | 


Still the brigh: object of my conſtant flame ; 
But where is now the tender glance, that ſtole 
With gentle ſweetneſs my enchanted foul ? 


Theſe, theſe are loſt ; and I behold no more 


'The maid, my heart delighted to adore. 
Yet ſtill unchang d, ſtill doating to excel 
I ought, but dare not tzy to love you le, x 
Weakly I grieve, unpity d I complain: 
But not unpuniſh'd ſhall your change remain; 


Were far more bleft, when you like me cou d love. 


To the Same. [ By the Same. ] 
I. 
E 
more, * 


I blame all the fears I gave way to before, 

I fay to my heart, © be at reſt, and believe 

- That whow exe © has choths ſhe never will 
leave.” 


But ah ! when I think on each raviſhing grace 
That plays in the fmiles of that heavenly face, 
My heart beats again ; 1 again apprehend 
| Same fortunate rival in every fiend. 


792 
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„ 

Since you neither can leſſen your charms nor my love; 
„ But doubts caus d by paſſion you never can blame; 
* For they are not ill- founded, or you feel the fame. 


To the Same with a New Waren. 
[By the Sams] 


me, while preſent, may thy lovely eyes 
E Be never turn d upon this golden toy ; 
Think every pleafing hour too ſwiſtly flies, 
And meaſure tame, by joy ſucceeding joy. 
» [© But when the: cares that interrupt our b 
To me not always will thy fight allow, 
Then oft with kind impatience look on this, 
Then every minute count——as I do now.. 


| An regular ODE writ at Wickham in 1746. 
| | Tothe Same.. [by the Same} 


I. 
5 E fylvan fcenes with artlefs beauty gay, 
Y Ye gentle ſhades of Wickham fay, 
What is the charm that each ſucceffive year, 
Which ſees me with my Luer here, 


Can thus to my tranſporied heart, 
2 — before impart Z 


B. &> 
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From the fair jeff mine, and the bluſhing roſe ? 


Her balmy breath, and all her blooming ſtore 
Of rural bliſs was here before ; | 

Oft have I met her on the verdant fide 

Of Norwood hill, and in the yellow meads 

Array'd in all her flow'ry pride. 

No ſweeter fragrance now the gardens yield, 
Is it to love theſe new delights I owe 

Four times has the revolving fun 
His annual circle thro” the zodiac run ; 

Since all that love's indulgent pow'r 

On favour d mortals can beſtow, 
Was giv'n to me in this auſpicious bow'r.. 

FV. 5 
Here ſirſt my Lucy, ſweet in virgin charms 
Was yielded to my longing arms; 

And round our nuptial bed, ad 
Horering with purple wings, th' Idalian boy 
— WOO Wns 

Of innocent Cefires, - 
K myniies o'er her head, 


Whence then this ſtrange increaſe of joy! 


He, only he can tell, who match'd like me, 
(If ſuch another happy man there be) 

Has by his own experience tried 
How much the wife, is dearer than the bride. 


ty © 
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TO THE 
Memory of the ame LADY, 


A MONODY. AD. 1747. 


— in littore ſecum 
I: wentente die, — 


[by the Sans. ] 
L. 


T length eſcap d from ev ry human eye, 
From ev'ry duty, ev'ry care, 
nage, a. 
Or force my tears their flowing ſtream to dry, 
Bene athche gloom of this embow'ring ſhade 
This lone retreat, for tender forrow made, 
I now may give my burden'd heart relief 

And pour forth all my ſtores of grief, 


| Of grief ſurpaſſing ev'ry other woe, 


Far as the pureſt bliſs, the happieſt love 
Can on th'ennobled mind beſtow, 


3 II. 
Ye tufted groves, ye gently falling rills, 
Ye high o'erſhadowing halls, | 
Ye lawns gay-fmiling with eternal green, 
Oſt have you my Lucy ſeen! | 
But never ſhall you now behold her more: 
Nor will ſhe now with fond delight 
And taſte refin'd your rural charms explore. 
Clos'd are thoſe beauteous eyes ** 


f 62 ] | 
Thoſe beauteous eyes where beaming us'd to ſhine 
Reaſon's pure light, and virtue's ſpark divine. 
III. 
To hear her bear nl voice, 
For her defpiſing, when ſhe deigu d to fing,. 
The ſweeteſt ſongſters of the ſpring : 
The woodlark and the linnet pleas d no more; 
The nightingale was mute; 
And ev'ry ſhepherd's flute 
Was caſt in filent ſrorn away, 
While all attended to her fweeter lay. 


Whoſe muſic could alone your warbling notes excel. 
N. 

In vain I look around 

Oer all the well-known ground 
My Lucy's wonted footfteps to deſery; 
Where oft we us'd to walk, 
Where oft in tender talk 
We ſaw the ſummer fun go down the ſky ; 


—_ FF 


Along the valley, can ſhe now be found : 


In all the wide-ftretch'd profpeR's ample bound ; 
No more my 'mournful eye | 
Can ought of her eſpy, | 'Þ 


But the fad ſacred carth where her dear relicks Be- 
v. o If fro 


(63] 


*** 
Your bright inhabitant is loſt. | 
You ſhe preferr'd to all the gay reſorts. 
Where female vanity might wiſh to ſhine, 
The pomp of cities, and. the pride of courts. 
Her modeſt beauties ſhun'd the public eye: 
To your ſequeſter d dales 
And flow'r-embroider's vales 
From an admiring world ſhe choſe to fly ; 
With nature there retir'd, and nature's Gop, 
The filent paths of wiſdom trod, 
And bariff d er ry pailion from her breaft, 
The conjugal, and the ma ernal love. 
VI. 
Were wont to trip along theſe verdant lawns 
By your delighted mother's fide, 
Who now your infant ſteps ſhall guide ? 
Ah ! where is now the hand whoſe tendercare 
To ev ry virtue would have form'd your you:h, 
And ſtrew d with flow rs the thorny ways of truth i 
O loſs beyond repair ! 
| O wretched father, left alone 
|; To weep their dice misfortune, and thy own! 
How ſhall thy weaken'd mind, oppreſs d with woe, 
And drooping o'er thy Lucy's grave, 
Perform the duties that you doubly owe, 
Now ſhe, alas ! is gone, 
des From folly, and from vice, their helpleſs age to fave ? 
VII. Where 


. 
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From theſe fond arms your fair diſciple tore, 
From theſe fond arms that vainly ffrove 
With hapleſs ineffeftual love | 

To guard her boſom from the mortal blow ? 

Could not your fav'ring pow'r, Aonian maids, 

Could not, alas! your power prolong her date, 

For whom fo oft in theſe inſpiring ſhades, : 

You open'd all your ſacred ſtore, <p 

Whate'er your ancient ſages taught, 


And bade her raptur'd breaſt with all your ſpirit glow ? 
vn. | 


Nor yet where 5 Meles, or || Iliffus firay. 
m does it now beſeem 


That 
* The Mincio rus by Mantua, the birth-place of 


Vikeil. F791 

'+ The Clitumnus is @ river Umbria, the reſidence 
of PROPERTIUS. 18 | 

+ The Aniorus through Tibur ar Tivoli, where 
Hor act had à villa. 

0 The Meles is a river of Lonĩa, from whence Hour, 

"7 to be bern on its banks, is called Meligenes. 

The Ltfus js a river at Athens. | 
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That of your guardian care bereft 


To dire diſeaſe and death your darling ſhould be left. 
IX. 
Now what avails it that in early bloom, 
When lgh: fantaftic toys 
Are all her fex's joys, 
With you ſhe ſearch d the wit of Greece and Rome, 
And all that in her later days 
| To emulate her ancient praiſe. 

ö Lalia's happy genius could produce ; 

| Or what the Gallic fire 

Bright ſparkling could inſpire, 

- By all the Graces temper d and refin'd ; 

a Or what in Britain's ile, 

& Moſt favour'd with your ſmile, 
The pow'rs of reaſon and of fancy join 
—— — 

Ah what is now the uſe 
Of all theſe treaſures that enrich'd her mind, 
To blank oblivian's gloom for ever naw conſign'd ! 
X. 


And ftrew with choiceft flow'rs her hallow'd tomb. 
But foremoſt thou, in ſable veſtment clad, 
With accents fweet and fad, 

Thou, plaintive muſe, whom o'er his Laura's urn 
Unhappy Petrarch call d to mourn, 


O come, 
5 


[66] 
O come, and to this fairer Laura pay 
A more impaſſion —_ lap. 


Tell how each beauty of her mind and face 
Was brighten'd by fome fweet, peculiar grace. 
How eloquent in ev'ry look 
Theo! her expreſiive eyes her foul diftinfly ſpoke! 
Tell how her manners by the world refin'd 
Left all the caint of mediſh vice behind, 
And made each charm of poliſh'd courts agree 
With candid truth's fimplicity, 
And uncorrupted innocence ! 
Tell how to more than manly ſenſe 
She join'd the ſoft ning influence 
Of more than female tenderneſs ! 
How in the thoughtleſs days of wealth and joy 
Which oft the care of others good deſtroy, 
Her kindly-melting heart, 
To ev ry want, and ev'ry woe, 
To guilt itſelf when in diſtreſs 
The balm of pity would impart 
And all retief that bounty cauld beftow ! 
Ev'n for the kid or lamb that pour d us life 
Beneath the bloody knife, 
Her gentle tears would fall, 
As the the common mother were of all. 
Nor only good, and kind, 
But ſtrong and elevated was her mind: 
A ſpirit that with noble pride 
Could look ſuperior down 
Qu fartune's file, or frown ; 


Amid ch acclaim of univerſal praiſe. 
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That could without regret or pain 


To virtue's loweſt duty facrifice 
Or int'reff's, or ambition's higheft prize ; 
That injur'd or offended never try d 

Its dignity by vengeance to maintain 
But by magnanimous diſdain. 
A wit, that temperately bright,, 

The decent bounds that wiſdom's fober hand. 
And fweet benevolence's mild command, 
And baſhful modeſty, before it cafl.. 

A prudence undeceiving, undeceiv d. 
That nor too little, nor. too much believ'd, 
That ſcorn d unjuſt ſuſpicion's coward fear 
And without weakneſs knew to be fincere.. 
Such Lucy was, when in her faireſt days 


In life's and glory's freſheſt bloom 

Death came remorſeleſs on, and ſunk her to the tomb. 
XII. 

In the foft boſom of Campania's vale, 

The verdant orange lifts its deauteous head : 

From ev ry branch the balmy flow'rets rife, 

On ev'ry bough the golden fruits are ſeen ; 

With odours fweet it fills the ſmiling fries, 

The wood-nymphs tend it, and th Idalian queen: 

But in the midit of all its blooming pride -— 


A ſudden 


1681 
A ſudden blaſt from Apenninus blows 
Cold with perpetual fnows : | 
XIV. 
Ariſe, O Petrarch, from th Elyſian bowers 
With never-fading myrtles twin'd, 
And fragrant with ambroſial flowers, 
Where to thy Laura thou again art join d 
Tun d by thy frilful hand 
To the ſoſt notes of elegant dere, 
With which o'er many a land 
Was ſpread the fame of thy ee love : 
To me reſign the vocal ſhell, 
And teach my ſorrows to relate 
"Their melancholy tale fo well, 
As may ev'n things inanimate, 
. anideſic rock, to pity mores 


What were, alas! „vn... 
To thee thy miſtreſs in the bliſsful band 
Of Hymen never gave her hand: 
In thy domeſtic care 
She never bore a hare, _ 
Nor with endearing art . 
Would heal thy wounded heart 
Of ev ry ſecret grief that feſter'd there: 
Nor did her fond affection on the bed 
Of fickneſs watch thee, and thy languid head 
r 
And charm away the ſenſe of pain: 


Nor 


1 69] 
Nor did ſhe crown.your mutual flame 
A ————_—_. 
XVI. 
* Obeftef wives! Gres 


How can my foul endure the loſs of thee ? 
How in the world to me a defart grown, 
Abandon'd, and alone, 
Without my fweet companion can [I live ? 
Without thy lovely fmile, 
The dear reward of ev'ry virtuous toil, 
Ev'n the delightful ſenſe of well-earn'd praiſe, 
Tnſhar'd by thee, no more my lifeleſs thoughts could 
For my diſtracted mind 
What ſuccour can I find ? 
Or whom for conſolation ſhall I call? 
Support me, ev'ry friend, 
To bear the weight of this oppreſſive woe. 
Alas! each friend of mine 
That none has any comfort to beſtow. 
My books. the beſt relief 
In ev'ry other grief, 
Are now with your idea {adden'd all: 
Each fav'rite author we together read 
My CONTRA prr coed. 


XVII. — 
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| XVII. 
We were the happieſt pair of human kind! 
The rolling year its varying courſe perform'd, 
And back return'd again, 
Another and another ſmiling came, 
And faw our happineſs unchang'd remain: 
Still in her golden chain 
Harmonious concord did our wiſhes bind : 
© fatal, facal firoke, 
That all this pleaſing fabrick love had rais'd 
Of rare felicity, 
On whick ern wanton vice with envy gaz d, 
And ev'ry ſcheme of bliſs our hearts had form d, 
With ſoothing hope, for many a future day, 
In one ſad moment broke x 
Yet, O my foul, thy riſing murmurs ſtay, 
Nor dare th all- wiſe Diſpoſer to arraign, 


Was his moſt righteous will, and be that will obey'd. 
XX. 


Would thy fond love his grace to her controul, 
And in theſe low abodes of fin and pain 
Her pure, exalted foul 
Unjufly for thy partial good detain ? 
No- rather ſtrive thy groveling mind to raiſe 
Up to that unclouded blaze, 
That heav'nly radiance of eternal light, 
In which enthron'd ſhe now with pity ſees 
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EPISTLE 


To Grone LyYTTLETON, Eſq; 


Occaſion d by his Moxopr ; In the Year 1747. 


" 0M | 5 
HOU ſweeteſt mourner of the plaintive band, 
. 
Few arts adorn ber, ————— 
Thy lyre alone by ſweet affection tun d, 
Touch d by thy woe my boſom fondly heaves, 


Would fortune promiſe me a cloudleſs day, 
And fmiling greet me with her gilded ray; 
By thy example would I form my heart, 
To act the huſband and the ftateſman's part; 
Bright happy fields, e er liberty had fled ; 
There fondly trace the fad remains of Rome, 
Of earthly pomp the melancholy tomb : 
Like ſacred awe the ruin d dome ſurvey, 
— 2 
Or peniive tread Valeluſa s flow ry plains, 
Where PzTR arch tun'd his fadly pleaſing ſtrains: 
Thence home returning with deferv'd applauſe, 
Te fenazes ſpeak my country's cane ? 
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Guard injur'd innocence with manly grace, 
And flaſh confuſion in oppreſiion's face. 
Thrice happy youth to whom indulgent heav'n 
With bounteous hand has all theſe bleſſings giv'n; 
More happy he, to whom theſe gifts deny'd, 
Who from thy friendſhip feels each want ſupply d. 


O if, like thee, I cou'd in arts excell, 
And tend reſt eloquence beguile thy grief: 
Alas! each muſe, her darling fav'rite gone, 

No comfort hath, but one repeated groan ; 
E'en I who would the balmy cure beſtow, 
Feel all thy anguiſh, and approve thy woe; 
Charm'd by her eyes where with a grace divine, 
In thy ſoft lines I view the fair-cheek'd dame, 
And while I gaze adopt a lover's flame. 
Weep then ye nine that ſport in Hacl xs grove, 
Mourn your loſt ſiſter, his departed love ; 
Ye trees that crown'd your heads with chearful green, 
Proud in thoſe bow rs to lodge your ſmiling queen ; 
Ye quiring throng that ſtrove with trembling throats, 
To charm her ear with your melodious notes ; 
No folace now your gay delights can give, 
Fade, fade ye trees, and learn ye birds to gricve : 
Oh, too much tribute never can be paid : 
Yet wound not with thy tears her lovely ſhade ; 
| Let chearful hours thy gentle boſom ſhare, 
And hope's mild ſunſhine gild the gloom of care ; 


od. I E Thoſe 
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'Thoſe playful babes that bleſt your marriage vow? 
Thy Luc x dead, command it doubly now ; 
Thy Lucy's ſelf (from that ſerene abode, 
Where with delight :c looks on nature's God ;) 
Still hovers round thee with a conſort's care, i 

Thy praiſe her ſong, thy ſafety forms her pray r 3 
She bids thee in her prattling infa. ts trace, 


Her late-lov'd charms, and each commended grace: 


Thy country calls, that ever ſacred e, 
For which a Briton dares to live, or die: 
And ſweet religion (heav'nly fairfac d maid) 
And with her LYTTLETON in courts to reign 3 
Can then ſuch orators in vain appeal | 
To reaſon's court, where juſtice holes the ſcale? 
Tho” fate thy evening hath with clouds o'ercaſt, 
Lucy ſcap'd each envious blaſt. 
earth no higher riſe, 


And feraphs wonder whilt of thee he talks. 


On may l thou live to prop a ſinking kate, 
Live till thy glory as thy worth be great, : 
While I at diſtance hea: thy well- earn d praiſe, 
And Britain's treaſures flouriſn with thy bays. 


To 


Fre. Fre 5822080 


751 
To DE L744. 
In 1748. [ By the Same. ] 


Hier onions are and handene pain, 
Haunt no more this idle brain, | 
Come young-ey'd mirth, and gay delight, 
Dia, in whoſe candid eyes, 

Cvy1D plays without diſguiſe ; 

Where dignity ' 's exalted fire, 


And whiſper me ſome tender wiſh, 
Kind as my heart for Dz11a's blif. 


1 
Flics the jealous god of light. 


Let her ev'ry tranſport find, 
Ever yet bleſt human kind: 
Let roſe-lip'd Hye once approach, 
But with clear and laſting torch, 
And his jocund, ſportive band, 
Of Loves and Graces, hand in hand ; 
Let the nine adorn the throng, 
Ard let Baccuvs cloſe the rear, 
Fluſter d with the flowing chear, 
Leering, to increaſe his flame, 
Do thou, Lucina, next prepare, 
Let DzTIIA be thy darling care ; 
Without ſorrow let her ſee 


L Let her taſte of ev'ry joy. 
| And her pleaſure never cloy ; 
But if ever wild diſtreſs | 
'Threats to blaſt her happineſs ; 
Then white-handed hope be near, 
Foe profeſt of deadly fear. 
Lap her in thy lily'd breaſt, 
There ſecurely may the reſt, f 
rim the black-brow'd ſtorm o'erblown, 
Smiles ſucceed to fortune s frown. 
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ELEGY to a Friend, 
Lamenting his Abſence from DETLIA. In 1748. 
[By the Same.] 
Thou whoſe boſom glows with friendſhip's fre, 


Made life with eaſy converſe gentle flow, 

And ſweeten d into pleaſure ev'ry woe; 

Pity a youth thus parted from his fair, 

By faithful ſervice 1 had hopes to gain 

Her mild regard; now hope itſelf is vain : 

No wealth I ſought, for what can riches give ? 
Far her alone I figh'd, and wiſh'd to hve. 
The dowry'd maid let other youths approve, 
Or build on practis d charms a tranſient love ; 
Let vulgar minds on. vulgar beautics gaze ; 
The fiffen'd robe, or jewel's empty blaze; 
While I my DzL1a's darling ſelf adore, 

That charm ſhall pleaſe, when other joys are o'er. 


When firſt her beauty bleſs d my raviſfi d cycs, 
She took me captive to my own ſurprize ; 

A mind that ſhed new glory o'er her face, 

Her words that ſcorn d the low diſguiſe of art, 
All ſpoke the virgin language of her heart. 


Ble#in her ſight, I blam'd the God of day, 


That whipt ſo faſt his bery ſtecds away. 
T, E 3 is 
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2 
In pleaſing talk beguil'd the froſt- bound night, 
And curs'd the maid that pour'd her roſy light. 
Here as I tread the river's ſhady fide, 
Whoſe mournful Naids by me ſoftly glide, 
Fir'd with the thoughts of what I ne'er ſhall know, 
Of bliſs too exquiſite for man below ; 
Should DeL1a meet me with her world of charms, 
Oh! with what joy I'd ruſh into her arms ! 
Arm twin d in arm we'd wind along the vale, 
The babling winds ſhould whiſper round our tale, 
Till Nymph, and Faun, and all that haunt the grove, 
Should ceafe their ſports, to hear us talk of love; 
Her tuneful voice my languid foul would chear, 
Rekindle hope, and baniſh ev'ry fear. 
Oft on her lap, Td indolently reſt, 
While Mir rox warm'd me with his heav'n taught 
FORO... FOI R TE OOP EY A 
Sometimes with SHAKESPEARE in a diff rent ſphere, 
Roam thro* feign'd worlds and fields of magic air, 
Wilſt the wild warbler ſtrangely does impart, 
Senſe to the head, and rapture to the heart: 
If there by chance we met ſome gentle pair, 
Alike refolv'd each other's 2 1 
In rival ſongs of conſtancy 
Fd CA while DL iA bleſs d the youth. 


Ah ! fooliſh boy, reſiſt the killing flame, 
mn 
Some child of fortune, rich in hoarded gold : av 
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Oh ! when oppreſs'd with deadly grief I lie, 
No tender parent, no fond ſiſter by, 
Nor pitying friend to cloſe my fading eye, 
Say wilt thou come and catch my flecting breath, 
Catch the fond foul, that doats on theefin death, 
In melancholy pomp attend the Bier, 
And o'er my coffin drop one ſorrowing tear. 


| But wherefore DEI TIA ſhould I thee invoke, 
Thy only care was to increaſe my yoke ; 
I Come thou my guide, my counſellor and friend, 
And to my grief the balm of counſel lend, 
Charm with thy eloquence my drooping ſoul, 
G5 Ins Up ſorrows in the ſprightly bowl. 


Ah! fruitleſs hope, no wine 1 
be And ſacred friendſhip's healing balm is vain, 
Still muſt I love, in ſpite of reaſon's pride, 

Mult love the weakneſs, which I fain wou'd hide. 


„ ara: 2 — | — 
K . 


Written under a CHERRY TREE. 


To DrLIA. In 1749. 
| [By the Same.) 


nen ein that with your & . 
From every bloſſom bruſh mellifluous dews, 
Of pleafure pregnant May; - ye ſilver ſtreams, 
Whoſe prattling Naiads to the whiſp'ring breeze 
Attune their murmurs, mubcaly dc; 

24 And 
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And thou fair Dryad, ſnowy kirtled nympii, 
Whoic bluching fruit ſhall ſoon confeſs, you ſtole 
The ken cherry from my DeLtia's lip, 

Ye feather'd choiriſters, whoſe praiſeſul ſong 
More glads the heart of innacence, than feaſt. 
Or midnight maſk ; ſweet raviſhers of ſenſe, 
Bear all your treaſures to that angel maid, 

To whoſe mild influence is due, that now 

I taſte your charms : nor me ungrateful deem, 
That but for her foft love, her love more ſweet. 
Than. ſummer's breath to i:.ck.declining age, 
Her truth late try d, and prov'd invincible, 
When wealth and ſplendid pomp in vain aſſay d 
To tempt affection from its heart-built throne ; 
But for that fountain of ſublime delight, 
Unfading ; I had wander'd thro' the maze. 
Of errors labyrinth, and ſtood the ſport 
Of laughter's keen rebuke, and honour's ſcorn. 
Chear'd by her ſmiles my youthful pow'rs dilate, 
Shake off the fetters of luxurious eaſe; 

And from her boſom catching purer flame, 

To Fame's fair fields, and glory's laurell'd ſhrine. 


By her inſpir'd, this rural ſcene inchants 


With heighten'd charm, while fancy's gazeful eye; 


Purſues her beauty in each op'ning roſe, 
Yet ſtill unſated graſps at higher joy, 
And finds it, only in her world of truth. 
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ELEGY to Dera. 
In his ſecond abſence. In 1749. 


[By the Same.) 


E gentle powers that guide the young deſires. 
And feed with hope the conſtant lover's fires 3 
Haſte, tell my D=u1a, tell my boſom's queen, 
Tho' envious fortune blacken now the ſcene, 
Not Lyora's wealth my ſpotleſs heart can move 
To doubt her truth, or change my plighted love: 
If tender fears invaded once my peace, 


Love bred thoſe fears, ſhe taught thoſe fears to ceaics- 


'Tell how I glory in her conquering charms, 
Tell how her bands adorn my youthful arms; 
Tell with what joy my bounding pulſes beat, 
How oft the tuneful accents I repeat, 

When ſhe with looks, mild as a vernal morn, 


Yes, yes my love, while thou art fond!y true, 
Well pleas'd thy god-like counſel I'll purſue, 
To. ſeek fair praife in ſcience peaceful ſhade, 
Or in broad ſunſhine court the laurell'd maid ; 
For thee PII toil to merit honeft fame, 
In wond'ring ſenates to exalt my name, 
To check corruption in the guilty great, 


Then grant me, all theſe bleſſings to improve, 


Thy gentle ſmiles of ſweet according love; 


FE 5 Whaz: 
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What joy, at cloſe of ev'ry buſy day, 
In thoſe lov d arms to ſteal the night away 
When rougher paſſions tire the working mind : 
To taſte with thee the elegant and kind: 
To fee my Der IA ev'ry morn a bride; 
Oh! let us then the mutual ſondneſs hide, 
Far from the ſearch of each inquiring eye, 
Where pale-ey'd envy will not daze to pry . 
Each wond'ring God ſhall make our vows his care, 
Each goddeſs ſmile upon the faithful pair ; 
Of thee the muſe from Exxa's plains ſhall ſing, 
And nymphs adorn thee with the pride of fpring. 


Yet ſhould my DTIaA's wiſhes idly rove, 
Should time impair, or abſence change thy love, 
Think, what a youth who ne er knew bliſs till now, 
Whoſe love was rais'd on friendſhip's ſacred vow, 
What gnawing pangs his tortur'd breaft will rend, 
Undone by thee, his miſtreſs and his friend ; 
Vain all the joys that wealth or fame could yield, 
Not glory's call would tempt him to the field, 
Stretch'd in ſome poplar ſhade he might complain, 
But ne'er would truſt the flatterer hope again. 


Yet hence my cares, and hence ill-boding fear, 
Who loves like DELIaã, is Ike her ſincere. 
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To a Lapy, with Mr. Mason's Mo- 
nody on the Death of Mr. Pore. 
[By the Same] 


"HIS kerle pamphlet's ſent to you 
To trifle o'er as I ſhall do; 

Not fill'd with tales of amorous blifs, 
That reve! with far-travell'd night, 
Awakes the tender Lydian air, 
Nor yet of groves and meadows py'd, 
Or garniſh'd hills, along whoſe fide, 
Smooth ſtealing rivers gently wind, 
And ſooth to reft the labour d hind : 
Nor beds of aromatic flowers, 
Indulge love's honey-droping ſtrain, 
Nor Arz fierce with ſulphurous brands, 
Death's harbinger to ſteeled bands: 
Who prov'd in ſong ſublimely clear, 
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And let not Cnavctr rudely dreſt, 
Perſwade you to o'erlook the reſt,. 
For next appears a lovely * pair, 

The muſes lateſt darling care; 

Ou! two ſuch lads were never known, 
To pipe upon the verdant lawn, 

For each could trimly write and play, 
And carol ſweet his roundcelay ; | 
Perſwaſion fat upon their Tongues, 


Who has emblazon'd thus their worth ; 
Who high uprais'd on fancy's wings, 
To virtue ſweeps the founding firings : 
While I by your example taught, 
Indulge my Pen at leifure time, 
And fetter idle words in rhyme ; 

Stud ious alone to pleaſe the friend, 
Whom little follies don't offend, 

And judging you among the few, 

Of that good natur d, feſtive crew, 
What was but as a meſſage meant, 
Te ſtretch'd beyond my firſt intent. 


» Serkszx and Mizrox. 


Te 


FE 857? 
To a FRIEND. 


[By the Same.) 


FF Hefe lines to him, who knows fo well to blend 1 
1 The tender lover and the faithful friend; 

Oh, could my ſong invite thee to the plain, 

Where bleſt with freedom, ſings the lordly ſwain; 

Thy C xx Trutaꝰs voice mare tuneful notes would raiſe, 

And rival reeds ſhould wanton in her praiſc; 

But nobler taſks thy generous care employ, 

A nation's welfare and a monarch's joy ; 

Yet ſhall this humble verſe an entrance find, 

And pierce the warmet manſions of thy mind; 

In Barr atr's cauſe though eloquent and brave, 

Blaſh not to own, in love thou art a flave: 

Lift then a while, and let a ſimple ſwain, 

From public firife the patriot's ear detain. 


— * 
— n 


Spred her ſoft bluſhes o'er each painted lawn ; 
When young PailL151Des the fickleſt youth, 
Now fondelt lad that ever rhym'd on truth, 
SaBR1NA'S banks trod joyfully along, 

And taught her echo to repeat his ſong. 


0 Returning honours crown th' auſpicious day, 
, hich ſaw me yeild to DRLIA's gentle fway ; 
| My heart no more with ſhort-liv'd paſſion burns, 
Slave to this maid and thouſand maids by turns; 
Each hope indulg d, and ev'ry with I find, 
Nor envy princes when my Drria's kind. 


Long 
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Long time through beauty's flow'ry walk I ſtray d, 
And ga d with rapture on each roſe · lip d maid ; 
Each day new objects and new pleaſures brought, 
The warm impreſſions treach'rous fancy caught, 
She deck'd the portrait and I wiſh'd it mine. 
In Gunx:1nc's form though all love's forces met, 
My fickle heart efcap'd th' enſnaring net: | 
Though STELLa's bluſhing ſweetneſs might engage 
The coldef youth, and kindle fire in age, 
Though Cupid triumphs in her ſmiling eye, 
Such charms unheeded paſs, when DELIA's by; 
Is ſweetly mix'd with judgment's milder day; 
A gen'rous heart, eſtrang d to ſervile fear, 
In friendſhip ſteady, and in love fincere ; 
No flave to faſhion, by no flatt'ry led, 
Humane in cenſure, and politely bred ; 
A manly ſenſe with native ſweetneſs grac'd, 
Which pride ne er ſullied, paſſion ne'er debas'd: 
Nor fay, when told that DELIA's form is fair, 
"Tis love that fees fuch wond'rous beauty there; 
Witneſs ye ſwelling ſtreams that eager preſt, 
When DEL1a bath d, to claſp her ſnowy breaſt; 
Witneſs ye ſkies, that vainly ſtrove to vye, 
With the ſoft luſter of her milder eye ; 
To her I told the frailties of my heart, 
She knew to heal, beyond th' empiric's art; 
Yielded by turns, and ſtem d my pafiion's tide, 
Now call d on reaſon, and now rous'd my pride; 
With human feelings human faults endur'd, | 
And follies which ſhe ſeem'd to ſooth, ſhe cur d. 
Who 
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Whe could behold, and not ſuch worth approve * 
I gave her friendſhip, and ſhe ſtole my love. 
Oh, with what joy I'd bear ſevereſt toil, 
More, more than paid by one rewarding ſmile. 
But envious fortune wich malignant ire, 


Would nip the bloſſom of my young deire ; 


Vain all attempts, while DeL1a is the fame, 


No: time or fate can quench my ſpotleſs flame. 


8 


ON THE 


ABUSE of TR A VELLING. 


A CANTO 


A GCC of SPENSER. 
[DGT WZ r, Efq;] 
The ARGUMENT. 


ISE was that Spartan lawgiver of old, 

Who rais'd on virtue's baſe his well-built 
ſtate; | 

With all the miſchieſs that upon it wait, 

Corruption, haxury, and envious hate, 

And the diſtinctions proud of rich and poor, 
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And teach ambition, that to fame would ſoar, 
Lo the falſe lure of wealth her ſtooping wing to low r. 
Wn | 
Yet would corruption ſoon have entrance found, 
And all his boaſted ſchemes eftfoon decay d, 


Had not he caft a powerful circle round, 
Which to a diſtance the arch felon fray'd, 
And ineffectual his foul engines made: 
'This was, to weet, that politic command, 
Which from vain travel the young Spartan ſtay d, 
Ne ſuffer'd him forſake his native land, 
To learn deceuful arts, and ſcience contraband. 
Vet had that ancient world her courts and ſchools ; 
Great kings and courtiers civil and refin d; 
Great rabbins, deeply read in wiſdom's rules, 
And all the arts that cultivate the mind. 
Such, Afia, birth - place &f proud monarchy, 
Such elder Egypt, in thy Kingdoms ſhin d, 
Myſterious Egypt, the rank nurſery 
Of ſuperſtitions fond, * 
But what accompliſhments, what arts polite, 
Did the young Spartan want his deeds to grace, 
Check d by no thought unpure, nor falſhood baſe, 
Wich nat'ral dignity might well out- face 
The glare of manners falſe, and mimic pride ? 
And wherefore ſhouldthey range from place to place, 
Who to their country's love fo fen were ty &, 
— > <li 
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Wenne 
And honour due to paſſion fo refin'd) 
ac ſtrong affection, which true patriots bear 
To their dear country, zealous is and blind 
And fond, as is the love of womankind, 
So that te may not her defects eſpy, 
Ne other + paragone may ever find, 
But gazing on her with an awful eye, 
VI. 
And, like as is the faith unſound, untrue, 
Conceiveth from each object paſſion new, 
So with the patriot-lover doth it fare, 
Who through the world delighting aye to rove, 
His country changeth with each change of air, 
Or weening the delights of all to prove, 
On none, or all alike beſtows his vagrant love. 
VII. 

t Als doth corruption in a diſtant ſoil, 
OT Cm LT OP RO ow. 
xpos'd ſuſpectleſs to the traytor's wile, 

CE s poiſon d dart, 
G Expos'd unpractis d in the world's wide mart, 
Without a friend due counſel to impart, 
| Without a parent's awe to rule his ways, 
q r 
ce, * Forthy 
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VIII. 
* Forthy, falſe Archimago, traytor, vile, 
Who burnt gainſt fairy-land with ceaſeleſs ire, 
Gan caſt with foreign pleaſures to beguile 
Arm'd at all points adventures to purſue, 


IX. 
So as he journeyed upon the way, 
Clad like a fairy knight in armour gay, 
With painted ſhield, and ſpear right forward bent, 
In knightly 4 guiſe and ſhew of || hardiment, 
That aye prepared was for bloody fight. 
Whereat the 5 elfin knight with ſpeeches gent 
Him firſt faluted, who, well as he might, 


Him fair ſalutes again, as J ſcemeth courteous knight. 


X. 

Then gan he ** purpoſe frame of valiant deeds 

Atchiev'd by foreign knights of f, proweſs great, 

In virtuous breaft, and kindleth martial heat; 

Of arts and ſciences for warriour 11 meet, 

And knight that would in feats of arms excell, 

Or him, who Liefer chooſing calm retreat, 

With peace and gentle virtue aye would dwell, 
9 cms like as hath Bellona fell. 


XI. Theſe, 
2 22. t fallin. || courage. 
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XI. 
Theſe, as he ſaid, beſeemed knight to know; 
And all be they in fairy - lond y- taught, 
Where every art and all fair virtues grow; 
. - Yet various climes with various fruits are fraught, 
| Ard ſuch in one hath full perfection raught, 
The which no {ill may in another rear. 
So gloz'd th enchaunter till he hach him brought 
To a huge rock, that clomb ſo high in air, 


That from it he + uncath the murmuring ſurge motg 
XII. 


hear. 


Thenee the fait wave beyond in proſpect wide 
A ſpacious plain the falſe enchaunter ſhow d, 
With goodly caſtles deck'd on every fide, 
And waſh'd the vineyards that beſide them ſtood, 
And groves of myrtle ; als the lamp of day 
His orient beams diſplay'd withouten cloud, 
Which lightly on the gliſtening waters play, 
And tinge the caſtles, woods, and hills with purple ray. 
XIII. 
So fair a landſcape charm'd the wondring knight; 
And eke the breath of morning freſh and ſweet 
; Inſpir d his jocund ſpirit with delight, 
| And eaſe of heart for ſoft perſuaſion meet. 
And from the rock as downward they deſcend, 
Till he him moved hath with him to f wend ; 
$0 to the billowy ſhore their haſty march they bend. 


D. + hardy. f wa. 
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XIV. 
renne e e 
Whole fails full glad embrac'd the wanton wind, 
There fat a ſtranger * wight in quaint array, 
That ſeem d of various garbs f attone combin'd, 
Of Europe, Afric, eaſt and weſtern Inde. 
Als round about him many creatures ſtood, 
Of ſeveral nations and of diverſe kind, 

Apes, ſerpents, birds with human ſpeech endow'd, 
And monſters of the land, and wonders of the flood. 
XV. 

He was to weet a mighty traveller, 

Who Curioſity thereafter f hight, 

And well he knew each coaſt and harbour fair, 

And every nation's latitude and ſite, 

And how to ſteer the wand ring bark aright. 

So to him ftrait tiie falſe enchaunter bore, 

And with him likewiſe brought the red-croſs knight, 

Then fairly him beſought to waft them o'er ; 
Swift flew the dauncing bark, and reach'dthe adverſe 


XVI. 
There when they landed were, them ran to greet 
And courteous violence would force them ſtay, 
And reſt them in their bow'r not far away ; 
Their bow'r that moſt luxuriouſly was $ dight 
With all the dainties of air, earth, and fea, 
All that mote pleaſe the taſte, and charm the fight, 


The pleaſure of the board; and charm of beauty 
bright. XVII. Als 


* woman. f together. t was caſes. . 
ke 4 adorned, ſet forth. 
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XVII. 

Als might he therein hear a mingled found 

Of feat and ſong and laughing jollity, 

That in the noiſe was all diſtinction drown'd 

Of graver ſenſe, or muſic's harmony. 

Yet were there ſome in that blithe 

That aptly could diſcourſe of virtuous lore, 

Vet nould they often ape their facred ſtore, 

Ne might their voice be heard mid riot and uproar. 
XVIII. 

Thereto the joys of idleneſs and love, 

And luxury, that befots the nobleſt mind, 

And cuſtom prevalent at diſtance drove 

All ſenſe and reliſh of a higher kind, 

Whereby the foul to virtue is refin'd. 

Inftead whereof the arts of ſlavery 

That vainly boaſts her native liberty, 

Yet wears the chains of pride, of luſt, and gluttony. 

XIX. 


* 


Would in no wife agree with them to go, 
But all was falſe pretence, and hollow ſhow, 


= Falſe as the flow'rs which to their breaſts they ty d, 
Or thoſe which ſeemed in their cheeks to glow, 
ht For both were falſe, and not by nature dy'd, 
Falls ziouls of the fqring, and beauty's roſy pride. 


Kn 


uty Tv 
* * avenld not, f called. 


As for ſome revel maſk, or antic daunce, 
All chequer d o'er with yellow, blue, and red; 
Als in a vizor black he ſhrouds his head, 
The which he toſſed to and fro amain, 

And * eft his lathy falchion brandiſhed, 
As if he meant fierce battle to F darrain 

And like « wamen ape es 'd he on the plain. 

Of youthful gallants, + Win, and gay, 

ing in careleſs notes their amourous fong, 

Match'd with like careleſs gefts, like amourous play. 

Als were they gorgeous, drefs'd in rich array, 

And well accepted of that female train, s 

Whoſe hearts to joy and mirth devoted aye, 

Each proffer'd love receive without diſdain, 

And part without regret from cach late-favour's 


And now they do accord in wanton daunce 
To join their hands upon the flow'ry plain ; 
The whiles with amourous leer and eyes aſkaunce 
Each damſel fires with love her glowing ſwain ; 
Tin all-impatient of the tickling pain, 
In ſudden laughter forth at once they break, 
And ending fo their daunce, each tender twain 
To ſhady bow'rs forthwith 1 
Deep hid in myrtle groves, beſide a ſilver lake. 


* often. 


To view is fl bands we ebom” 
Ne faith, ne truth, ne heav'nly virtue dwell ; 
But luſt inftead, and falſhood, child of hell; 
And glutton floth, and love of gay attire : 
And footh to ſay, them well could parallel 
Their luſty * paramours in vain defire ; 


Well fitted to each dame was every gallant ſquire 2, 
XXIV 


Vet when their ſovercign calls them forth to arms, 
Their ſovereign, whoſe f behefts they moſt revere, 
Right wiſely can they menage war's alarms, 

So that their name is dreaded far and near. 

Oh! that for liberty they ſo did fight ! 

Then need not fairy-land their proweſs fear, 

Ne give in charge to her advent'rous knight 


_ But not for liberty they wagen war, 


But folely to t aggrate their mighty lord, 
For whom their deareſt blood they F nillen ſpare, 


So is that idol vain of them ador d, 


Who ne with might beyond — theali 
Endued, ne with ſuperior wiſdom ſtor d, 


XXVI. Therets 
® lovers. f commands. 7 pleaſe. I will vet. 
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XXVI. 

Thereto ſo high and ftately was his port, 
That all the petty kings him fore envy'd, 
And would him imitate in any fort, 
With all the mimick pageantry of pride, 
And worſhip'd be like him, and deify d 
OF courtly fycophants and * captives vile, 
Who to thoſe ſervices themſelves apply d, 
And in that ſchool of ſervitude ere while 
Had learn'd to bow and grin, and ftatter and beguile, 

XXVII. 
For to that ſeminary of faſhions vain 
The rick and noble from all parts repair, 
Where grown enamour d of the gaudy train 
And courteous haviour gent and debonair, 
They caſt to imitate ſuch ſemblaunce fair: | 
And deeming meanly of their native lond, 
Their own rough virtues they diſdain to wear, 
And back returning dreſs d by foreign hond, 
Wherefore d enchaunter vile, who fore was 
griev'd 5 

To ſee the knight reject thoſe damſels gay, 
 Wherewith he thought him ſure to have deceiv'd, 
Was minded to that court him to convey, 
And daze his eyen with majeſty's bright ray: 
So to a ſtately cafile he him brought, 
Which in the midſt of a great garden lay, 


ens 


And wiſely was by cunning craftſmen wrought, 
Aud with all riches deck d furpaſiing 


human thought. 
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XXIX. 

ie 12 , ; 

That with bright ore and diamonds glitter'd far, 
Sate the ſwoln form of royal o ſurquedry, 

And deem d itfelf + allgates ſome creature rare, 
While its own haughty ſtate it mote compare 
With the baſe count nance of the vaſſal fry, 
That ſeem d to have nor eye, nor tongue or car. 


Ne. any ſenſe, ne any faculty, 
XXX. 


Yet wiſt he not that half that homage low 

Was at a wizard's Rrine in private pay'd, 

The which conducted all that goodly ſhow, 

And as he liſt ch imperial puppet play'd, 

By ſecret ſprings and wheels right wiſely made. 

That he the ſubtle wires mote not 1 avize, 

But deem in ſooth that all he did or faid, 
XXX. 

: Wis BY And eke to each of that fame gilded train, 

Was by that wizard ty'd a magic chain, 

ceiv'l, BW Whereby their actions all he mote command, 

Yet to his lord he outwardly did bend, 

rend. | 

Vor I. F XXXII. He 

pride. 7 by all means ; onmine. I diſcover, ferceive. 


[ 98 } 
XXXII. 


He was to weet an old and wrinkled mage, 
Deep read in all the arts of policy, 

And from experience grown ſo crafty ſage, 
That none his fecret counſels mote deſcry, 
Ne ſearch the mines of his deep fubtlety. 
Thereto fair peace he lov'd and cheriſhed ; 

And traffick did promote and induſtry, 

Whereby the vulgar were in quiet fed, 
| And the proud lords in eaſe and plenty wallowed. 

XXXIII. mn 

Thence all the gorgeous ſplendor of the court, 
Sith the fole bus neſs of the rick and great, 

W as to that hope-built temple to refort, 
Who with their pride to ſwell his royal ſtate, 
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Behold, fays Ancnmacer, the envy'd height 
Of human grandeur to the gods ally'd ! 
Behold yon fun of pow r, whoſe glorious light, 


For them, who in ſoft indolence the while 
And flumb'ring peace enjoy the ! 2 ſpoil ; 


= Cngenerous man, quoth then the fairy knight 
That can rejoice to ſee another's woe 
And thou, unworthy of that glory bright 
Wherewith the gods have deck'd thy princely brow, 
The hard-earn'd fruits of induſiry and pain, 
And to the dogs the labourer's morſel throw, 
Unmindful of the hand that fow'd the grain, 
| Tac poor earth-trodden root of ail thy greatneſ. 


Oh! foul abuſe of ſacred Majefty, 
| That boaſteth her fair ſelf from heav'n yſprong ' 
| Truth, Mercy, Juſtice fieady, bold and firong, | 
| That to the people's father doth belong ? 

, Where the vice-gerent of that bountevus God, 
Fo bids diſpenſe to all, what he for all beſtow d: 
| F 2 XXXVII. Dwell's 
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XXXVII. 
Dwell thou not rather, like the prince of hell, 
In Pandemonium foul of ugly fiends ? 
Diſſimulation, diſcord, malice fell, 

Reckleſs ambition, that right onward * wends, 
Tho' his wild march o'erthrow both fame and 
friends uh ah 
And virtue and his country ; crooked guile, 
Obliguely creeping to his treach'rous ends, 
And flattery, curs'd affalin, who the while 
Ile holds the murd rous knife, can fawn, and kil;, 


Then gan he ſtrait unvail the mirrour bright, 
| The which faiz F Una gave him heretofore, 
Ere he as yet, with 1 Paynim foe to fight, 
For foreign land had left his native ſhore. 

This in his careful breaſt he alway bore, 

And on it oft would caſt his wary eye; 

For it by magic framed was of yore, 

So that no falikood mote it well abye, 

But it was plainly feen, — did fly. 


This on that gay aſſembly did he turn, 

Saw the cloſe fire that inwardly did burn, 
And waſte the throbbing heart with ſecret || teen 
Of lords and princes ; ſaw the magic chain 
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» | 4nd homage didrequire from each poor lowly fwain. 
And the to that old mage they louted down, 
Yet did they dearly wiſh for his decay : 


Of his great lord his tottering hehe did ſtay, 
And oft behind him fkulk'd for great diſmay ; 
Als ſhook the throne, when ſo the villain crew, 


Kiss, 


XLE. 
Of dancers, broid'rers, flaves of luxury, 
Who caſt ver all thoſe lords and ladies vain 
A vail of ſemblaunce fair, and richeſt dye, 
That none their inward baſenefs mote deſcry. 
But nought was hidden from that mirrour bright, 
Which when falſe Azcumaco gan eſpy, 
From ſo deteſted place to maken ſpeedy flight. 


To a ſmall river, that full flow did glide, 
As it uncath mote find its watry path 
For toes and rubbiſh, that did choak its tide. 
80 lay the mould'ring piles on every fide. 
Seem's there a geodly city once had been, 
Albeit now fallen were her royal pride, 
Yet mote her auncient greatneſs ftill be ſeen, 
Still from her ruins prov'd the world's imperial queen. 
F 3 XLIV. For 
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IM. 
For the rich ſpoil of all the continents, 
The boaſt of art and nature there was brought, 
Corinchian braſs, Egyptian monuments, 
With hierog)yphick fculptures all inwrought, 
And Parian marbles, by Greck artiſts taught 
To counterfeit the forms of herocs old, 
And ſet before the eye of ſober thought 
Lycurgus, Homer, and Alcides bold. 
All theie and many more that may not here be told. 
XLV. 

There in the middeſt of a ruined pile, 
That feem's a theatre of circuit vaſt, 
Where thouſands may be ſeated, he erewhile 
Diſcover'd hath an uncouth trophy plac'd ; 
Seem'd a huge heap of flones together caſt 
In nice diſorder and wild fymmetry, be 
Urns, broken freezes, ſtatues half defac'd, 
Emboſs'd, and pillars huge of coſtly Porphyry. 
Aloft on this ſtrange baſis was ypight 
With girlonds gay adorn'd a golden chair, 
In which aye ſmiling with ſelf-bred delight; 
In careleſs pride reclin'd a lady fair, 
And to ſoft muſic lent her idle ear; 
The which with pleaſure ſo did her enthrall, 
That for aught elſe ſhe had but little care, 
For wealth, or fame, or honour feminal, 
| * placed. | 


| 
| 
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Als by her fide, in richeſt robes array d, 

An eunuch fate, of viſage pale and dead, 

Unſeemly paramour for royal maid ! 

Yet him ſhe courted oft and honoured, 

And oft would by her place in princely * fied, 

Though from the dregs of earth he ſpringen were, 

And oft with regal crowns ſhe deck'd his head, 

And oft, to ſooth her vain and fooliſh ear, 

She bade him the great names of mighty + kefars bea 
XLVII. F 

Thereto herſelf a pompous title bore, 

For the was vain of her great aunceftry, 

But vainer ſtill of that prodigious ſtore 

Of arts and learning, which the vaunts to lie 

In the rich archives of her treaſury. 

Theſe ſhe to ſtrangers oftentimes would ſhew, 

With grave demean and folemn vanity, 

Then proudly claim as to her merit due, 

The venerable praiſe and title of Vert. 

Verth the was | ycley'd, and held her court 

With outward ſhews of pomp and majeſty, | 

To which natheleſs few others did reſort, | i 


Who well could meaſure with the rule and lins, 
And all the coders five right craftily define. 
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But other ſkill of cunning architect, 

How to contrive the houſe for dwelling bef, 

With ſelf-ſufficient ſcorn they wont neglect, 

As correſponding with their purpoſe leaſt ; 

And herein be they copied of the reſt, 

Who aye pretending love of ſcience fair, 

And gen'rous purpoſe to adorn the breaſt 

With liberal arts, to Vertu 's court repair, 

Vet nought but tunes and names, and coins away do 

bear. __ 


For long, to viſit her once-honour'd feat | 
The ſtudious ſons of learning have forbore ; 
Her venerable reliques to adore, 

| But * fithence the declin'd from wiſdom's lore, 
They left her to diſplay her pompous toys | 
To virtuoſi vain, 6 
Forthy to her a numerous train doth + long 
Of uſhers in her court well practiſed, 

Who aye about the monied ſtranger throng, 
Off ring with ſhews of courteous bountihed 
Him through the rich aparunents all to lead, 
And ſhew him all the wonders of her ſtate, 
Whoſe names aud price they wiſely can f. 


® ſince. „ 2 geod-nature or civility. || 1t- 
nnr 1 


to ſhew them the antiquities, &c. of 


Rome, ars cai/led Ciceroni. 
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And tell of coins of old and modern date, 
And pictures falſe and true right - well diſcriminate. 
LIII. | 
Shook the dictator in his curule chair, 
And thund ring through the Roman ſenate, rung 
His bold Philippics in Antonius ear; 
Which when the fairy hear'd, he Ggh'd full dear, 
And caſting round his quick diſcerning eye, 
At every deal he dropt a manly tear, a 
As he the ſtately buildings mote deſery, 1 
Baths, theatres and fanes in mould ring fragments lie. N 
LIV. 
And, oh ! imperial city l then he faid, 
How art thou tumbled from thine Alpine throne ! 
Whereon, like Jove on high Olympus head, 
Thou ſittedſt erſt unequal'd and alone, 
And madedſt through the world thy greatneſs known: 
While from the weſtern iſles, to Indus ſhore, 
From ſeven-mouth'd Nilus, to the frozen Don, 

Thy dradded bolts the ſtrong- pounc d Eagle bore, 
1 
LV. 

And doth among thy reliques nought remain, 
No little portion of that haughty ſpright? 
Which madethee whilom ſcorn ſoft pleafure's chain, 
And in free virtue place thy chief delight, 
ay CIs font ty ty age? 
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With idle wonder view thy ruins round, 
22 ay 
VI. 

Ariſe, thou genuine Cicero, and declare 
That all theſe mighty ruins ſcatter'd wide, 
The ſepulchres of Roman virtue were, E 
T hoſe fell diſeaſes whereof Rome erſi dy d. 
And do you then with vile mechanic thought 
. Your courſe, ye fous of yy, hiider guide, 
That ye thoſe gay refinements may be taught, 
Which liberty's fair lond to ſhame and thraldom 
2 


| A 5 
Let Rome thoſe vaſſal arts now meanly boaft, 
Which to her vanquiſti d thralls the erſt refign'd ; 
Ye who enjoy that freedom ſhe has loſt, | 
That great prerogative of human-kind, 
Cloſe to your hearts the precious jewel bind, 
And learn the rich poſſetiion to maintain, 
Learn virtue, juſlice, conſtancy of mind, 
Not to be mov d by fear or pleaſure's train; 
Be theſe your arts, ye brave, theſe only are humane. 
. 
As he thus ſpake, th'enchaunter half aham -d 
Wiſt not what fitting anſwer to deviſe, | 
Ala was his caitive heart well-nigh inflam'd 
By that ſame knight ſo virtuous, brave, and wiſe, 
That long he doubts him farther to entice. 
But he was hardn d and remorſeleſs grown, 


Through prafiice old of villainy and vice ; | 


80 to his former wiles he turns him ſoon, 


As in another place hercaficr ſhall be ſhown. 
THE 


E 
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The 8 P L E E* N. 
An EPISTLE to Mr. C. J. 


[By Mr. Marry GrEEN of the Cuſtom-houſe.] 


HIS motly piece to you I ſend, 
Who always were a faithful friend ; 
Who, if diſputes ſhould happen hence, 
Can beſt explain the author's ſenſe ; 
Do, what I fing, ſo oſten feel. 


The want of method pray excuſe, 
Allowing for a vapour'd muſe ; 

Nor, to a narrow path confin'd, 
Hedge in by rules a roving mind. 

The child is genuine ; you can trace 
Throughout, the fire's tranſmitted face. 
Nothing is ftoPFn : my muſe, tho” mean, 
Nor vainly buys what Gildon ſells, 
Poetic buckets for dry wells. 


School-hetps I want, 3 
Where all the antient treaſures lie, 

And there unſeen commit a theft 

On wealth, in Greek exchequers left. 
Then where? from whom ? what can I ſteal, 
Who only with the moderns deal ? 
This were attempting to put on 


They 
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They ſafely ſing before a chief, 
r 

; excepted, names well known, 
And juftly laurel'd with renown, 
: yo gh 

detects: of theft beware; 

From Moore fo laſh'd, example fit, 
Shun petty larceny in wit. 


— my friend, I do not mean 

o write a treatiſe on the ſpleen ; 

Nor to preſcribe, when nerves convulſe ; 

1 your pulſe: 
Lam right, your queſtion lay, 

1 

r >. to 

prove mere ſuicides in eaſe ; 
And how I do myſelf demean 
in ſtormy world to live ſerene- 


When by it's magic lantern . 
Wich frightful 6gures ſpread life's ſcene, 
And threat'ning proſpects urg '4 my fears, 
A ftranger to the luck of heirs; 
Reaſon, ſome quiet to reſtore, | 
Shew's part was fubſtance, ſhadow more ; 
Wik (pen dead aig th? heavy gr, 
life's rough tide I ſunk not down, 
ig till fortune threw a rope, 


1 always chooſe.the plaineſt food 
vo mend viſcidity of hdl. 


Hail! 


- 
f 
1 — 


Z 
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1 


't 


E 


And prove herſelf of Titan's race, 
And, mounting in looſe robes the ies; 
— — 

and 2 . . 
—— I by White. 
And in purſuit o'er tainted ground 
Then, as St. George the dragon flew, 


Spleen pierc d, trod down, and jew, 
e 
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While all the ſpirits are on wing, 
And woods, and hills, and vallies ring. 


To cure the mind's wrong biafs, ſpleen, 
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The fuperb muſcle of the eye, 
A coquet's April-weather face, 
1 — 
ſhew, 
2 in view. 


If ſpleen-fogs. riſe at cloſe of day, } 


I clear my ev ning with a play, 
Or to ſome concert take my way. 
The company, the ſhine of lights, 

The ſcenes of humour, muſic's flights } 
Adjuſt and ſet the ſoubto rights. 5 


Life's moving pictures, well-wrought plays, | 
To other's griefs attention raiſe ; 


Here, while the tragic fiftions glow, 
We borrow joy by pitying woe : 
And hold true mirrors to. out fight. 
Virtue, in charming dreſs array d, 
Calling the paſhons to her aid, 

When moral ſcenes juſt action join, 

Take ſhape, and ſhews her face divine. 


Maufic has charms, we all may find, 
Ingratiate deeply with the mind. 

When art does ſound's high pow 'r advance, 

To muſic's pipe the paſſions dance; 

Motion'sunwill'd it's pow'rs have ſhewn, 

Tarantulated by a tune. 

Many have held the ſqul to be 

| Nealyallyd to harmony. 

And ſhunning company's relief, 


But lay on fancy's neck the reins; 
Talk of unuſual ſwell of waiſt 
In maid of honour looſely lac'd, 
And loving pair with ſep rate bed, 
And jewels pawu d for loſs of game, 
And then redeem d by loi of fame z 
Of Eitty (aunt leſt in the kack 

By grave pretence to go to church} 
_ Perceiv'd in hack with lover fine, 
Like Will and Mary on the coin : 
And thus in modiſh manner we 

In aid of ſugar ſweeten tea. 


Permit, ye fair, your idol form, 
Which e'en the coldeft heart can warm, 
May with its beauties grace my line, 
While I bow down before its ſhrine, 
And your throng'd altars with my lays 
Perfume, and get by giving praiſe. 
With ſpeech ſo ſweet, ſo fweet a mien 
You excommunicate the ſpleen, 
| You form with ſound, when pleas d to fing- 
Whate'er you ſay, howe'er you move, 

We look, we liſten, and approve. 


Your 


— — 


In half the female world at leaſt! 


And han't by vent ring on a wife, 
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Your touch, which gives to feeling bf, 
Our nerves officious throng to kiſs ; 

By Celia's pat on their report 
The grave-air'd foul, inclin d to ſport, 
Renounces wiſdom's ſullen pomp, 
And loves the floral game, to romp. 
That from black eyes ſcintillant blaze ? 
Love on his throne of glory ſeems 

Encompaſs d with fatellite beams. 


We gane, and fer the fmating loves, 
And Cytherea's gentle doves, 


And raptur'd fix in ſuch a face, 
Love's mercy-ſeat, and throne of grace. 
Shine but on age, you melt its ſnow, 
Again fires long-extinguiſh'd glow ; 
And, charm'd by witchery of eyes, 
Blood long congealed liquifics, 

True miracle, and fairly done 

By heads, which are ador'd while on. 


Such beauties both of form and mind, 
By modern breeding much debas'd, 


Hence I with care ſuch lott'ries ſhun, 
Where, a prize miſs'd, I'm quite undone ; 


Yet run the greateft riſk in life. 
Mothers, 
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Vour impious pains to ſorm the fair, 
Nor lay out ſo much coſt and art, 
| But to deflow'r the virgin heart ; 


Gay fowlers at a flock of hearts ; 
Woodcocks to ſhun your ſnares have ill 
You ſhew ſo plain, you firive to kill, 

In love the artleſs catch the game, 


The world's great author did create 
The ſex to fit the nuptial ftate, 
And meant a bleſſing in a wife 
To folace the fatigues of life ; 
And old inſpired times diſplay, 


charms, the gift af nature, ſhone ; 
And jealouſy, a thing unknown: 
Novels (receipts to make a whore) 

Nor Ombre, nor Quadrille they knew, 
Nor Pam's puiſſance felt at Loo. | 
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Then compliment their pow'r away : | 
But left, by frail deſines miſled, 

Of ign'rance rais'd the fafe high wall, 
But we haw-haws, that fhew them all: 
Thus we at ence ſolicit ſenſe, 

And charge chem not to break the fence. 


Now, if untir'd conſider friend, 
What I avoid to gain my end. 


Yet if we miſs our path and err, 
We grieveus penalties incur, 
And then yet out where they went in. 


I never 


u! 


I never game, and rarely bet, 
Am loath to lend, or run in debt. 
No compter-writs me agitate, 
Who moralizing paſs the gate, 
And there mine eyes on ſpendthriſts turn, 
Who vainly o'er their bondage mourn, 
And forces folly thro” the grate 

Her panegyric to repeat. 

This view, profuſely when inclin'd, 
Enters a caveat in the mind: 
Experience joyn'd with common ſenſe 
To mortals is a providence. 


Paſſion, as frequently is ſeem, 
Subſiding ſettles into ſpleen. 
Hence, as the plague of happy life, 
I run away from party-ftrife. 
A prince's cauſe, a church's claim, 
F've ve known to raiſe a mighty flame, 
And prieſt, as ſtoker, very free 
„„ 


This ate. whe raden decree 
Small-beer the deadlieſt hereſy, 
Who fond of pedigree, derive 
From the moſt noted whore alive, 
Who own wine's old prophetic aid, 
Forbid the faithful ro depend 
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And in whoſe gay red-letter'd face 
We read good-living more than grace : 
Nor they ſo pure, and fo preciſe, 
Immac'late as their white of eyes, 


Phylacter d throughout all their mien, 

Who their ill-taſted home - brew ' d pray r 

To the ſtate s mellow forms prefer, 

Who doctrines, as infeftious, fear, 

Which are not ſteep'd in vinegar, 

And ſamples of heart-chefted grace 

Expoſe in ſhew-glaſs of the face, 

Did never me as yet provoke, 


Either to honour band and cloak, 
| Or deck my hat with leaves of oak. 


I rail not with mock-patriot grace 
At folks, becauſe they are in place, 
Nor, hir'd to praiſe with ſtallion pen, 
Serve the ear-lechery of men; 

And to avoid religious jars, 
The laws are my expoſitors, 
Which in my doubting mind create 
Conformity to church and ſtate. 

1 go, purſuant to my plan, 
To Mecca with the caravan, | 
And think it right in common ſenſe 
Both for diverſion and defence. 


ſchemes are none of mine, 
ro mend the world's a vaſt deſign, 
Like theirs, who tug in little boat 

To pull to them the ſhip afloat, 
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While to defeat their labour'd end, 
At once both wind and ſtream contend: 
Succeſs herein is ſeldom ſeen, | 
And zeal when baffied, turns to ſpleen. 


Happy the man, who, innocent, 
Grieves not at ills he can't prevent ; 
His f& iff does with the current glide, 
Not puffing pull'd againſt the tide ; 
He, paddling by the ſcuffling crowd, 
Sees unconcern d life's wager row d, 
And when he can't prevent foul play, 
Enjoys the folly of the fray. 


Each haſty promiſe made in zeal. 
When g———! f fay, 
We're bound our great light to diſplay, 
And India darkneſs drive away, 
Yet none but drunken watchmen ſend, 
And ſcoundrel link-boys for that end; 
Which ev'ry chriſtian ſhould be for, 
Yet ſuch as owe the law their ears, 
We find employ'd as engineers : 
In vain they hold the money-box ; 
At ſuch a conduct, which intends | 
I laugh off ſpleen, and keep my pence | 
From ſpoiling Indian innocence. 


—— 


Yet 
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For thoſe, that uſe the gag's reſtraint, 
Firſt d. deln they flop complaint. 


And ſubjugates the foul to ſpleen, 
Moſt ſchemes, as money-fnares, I hate, 
And bite not at projector's bait. 

Their painted veſſel runs a-ground ; 

Or in deep ſeas it overſets 
By a fierce hurricane of debts ; 

Or helm-direftors in one trip, 


Such was of late a corporation, 


The brazen ſerpent of the nation, 
The poor muſt look at to be bleſt, 
And thence expect with paper ſeal'd 


By fraud and us'ry to be heal'd. 


I in nv foul-confumption wait 
Whole at levees of the great, 
And hungry hopes regale the while 
On the ſpare diet of a ſmile. 
There you may ſee the idol ſtand 
With mirror in his wanton hand; 
Above, below, now here, now there 


| He throws about the funny glare : ; 
Crowds pant, and preſs to ſeize the prize, 
| The gay deluſion of their eyes. 


_. L G 


When 
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When fancy tries her limning ſkill 
To draw and colour at her will, 
And ſhew her talent to excel, 

I guard my heart, left it ſhould woo 
Unreal beauties fancy drew, 

Ard, diſappointed, feel deſpair 

At loſs of things that never were. 


When I lean politicians mark 
Gr::ing on æther in the park, 
Who cer on wing with open throats 
Fly at debates, expreſſes, votes, 
Juſt in the manner ſwallows uſe, 
Catching their airy food of news, 
Or ſee ſome poet penſive fit, 

Fondly miſtaking ſpleen for wit, 

Who, tho” ſhort-winded, {till will aim 
Who fill on Pherbus ſmiles will doat, 
Nor learn conviftion from his coat; 

1 bleſs my ſtars, I never knew 
Whimſeys, which cloſe purſu'd, undo, 
And have from old experience been 
Both parent, and the child of ſpleen. 
"Theſe fubje&s of Apollo's ſtate, 

Of lands, which none lend money on, 
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Born dull, had follow'd thriving ways, 
Fine to the fight Parnaffus lies, 
And with falſe proſpets cheats their eyes ; 
Brooks, flow'ry fields, and groves of trees, 
Apolto's harp with airs divine 
The facred mufic of the nine, 
Views of the temple rais'd to fame, 
And for a vacant nitch proud aim, 
Raviſh their ſouls, and plainly ſhew 
What fancy's ſk:tching power can do : 
They will attempt the mountain ſteep, 
Where on the top, like dreams in fleep, 
The muſes revelations ſhew, 
| That find men crack d, or make them fo. 


You friend, like me, the trade of rhime 
Avoid, elab'rate waſte of time, 

Nor are content to be undone, 

And paſs for Pheebus' crazy fon. 

Poems, the hop-grounds of the brain, 
Afford the moſt uncertain gain; 
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I only tranſient viſits pay, 

Meeting the muſes in my way, 

Scarce known to the faſtidious dames, 
Nor fkkill'd to call them by their names. 
Nor can their paſſports in theſe days 
Your profit warrant, or your praife. 
On poems by their dictates writ, 
Critics, as ſworn appraiſers, fit, 


And, mere upholſt rers, in a trice 
On gems and paintings ſet a price. 
'Theſe tay! ring artiſts for our lays 
invent cramp'd rules, and with ſtrait ſtays 


Striving free nature s ſhape to hit, 


A common place, and many friends, 
Can ſerve the plagiary's ends, 
Firſt wit to pilfer, then diſguiſe. 
Thus ſome devoid of art and iI 
To ſearch the mine en Pindus hill, 
Proud to aſpire and workmen grow, | 
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All theſe engage to ſerve their ends, 
Who, lefon d right, extol the thing, 
As Pſapho taught his birds to fing, 
Then to the ladies they fubmit, 
Returning officers on wit ; | 
A crowded houſe their preſence draws, 
And judgment in its favour ends, 
When all the pannel are its friends: 
Have from mere pity fav'd the child ; 
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Tf he fair liberty and law 

By ruſfian pow'r expiring draw, 

The keener paſſions then engage 

Aright, and ſanctiſy their rage; 

If he attempt diſaſtrous love, 

We hear thoſe plaints that wound the grove, 
Within, the kinder paſſions glow, 

And tears diftill'd from pity flow. 


From the bright viſion I deſcend, 
And my deſerted theme attend. 


Strange fever moſt inſlam d by eaſe, 
The active lunacy of pride, 
That courts jilt fortune for a bride. 
This par diſe- tree, ſo fair and high, 
I view with no aſpiring eye: 
Ard Sodom-fruit our pains deceives ; 
Whence frequent falls give no furprize, 
| But fits of ſpleen call d growing wiſe. 
Greatneſs in glitt᷑ ring forms diſplay d 
Affects weak eyes much us d to ſhade, 
And by its falfly-envy'd ſcene 
Gives ſelf-debaſing fits of ſpleen. 
We ſhould be pleas'd that things are fo, 
Who do for nothing ſee the ſhow, 
And, middle-fiz'd, can paſs between 
Life's hubbub ſafe, becauſe unſeen, 
And midſt the glare of greatneſs trace 
A watry ſun-ſhine in the face, 
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And pleafures fled too, to redreſs 
The fad fatigue of idleneſs. 


Contentment, parent of delight, 

So much a ftranger to our ſight, 

Say, goddeſs, in what happy place 

Mortals behold thy blooming face ; 

And for thy temple chuſe my heart. 

They, whom thou deigneſt to inſpire, 

Thy ſcience learn, to bound deſire; 

By happy alchymy of mind 

They turn to pleaſure all they find ; 

They both diſdain in outward mien 

The grave and folemn garb of ſpleen, 

And meretricious arts of dreſs 

To feign u joy, and hide diſtreſs; 

Unmov'd when the rude tempeſt blows, 

Without an opiate they repoſe ; 

And cover'd by your ſhield, defy 

The whizzing ſhafts, that round them fly ; 
Nor, meddling with the God's affairs, 

| Concern themſelves with diſtant cares; 

But place their bliſs in mental reſt, 


Forc'd by ſoft violence of pray'r, 


e 
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Small, tight, ſalubrious, and my own ; 
Two maids, that never faw the town, 

A ſerving- man not quite a clown, 

A boy to help to tread the mow, 

And drive, while Yoether holds the plough ; 
A chief of temper form d to pleaſe, 
Fit to converſe, and keep the keys ; 
Ard better to preferve the peace, 
Commatton'd by the name of niece : 

With underſtandings of a fize 

To think their maſter very wiſe. 

May heav'n (its all I with for) fend 

One genial room to weat a friend, 
Difplay benevolence, not ſtate. 

Upen ſome choſen fpor of nd; 

A pond before full to the brim, 

Soft to the eye, and to the feet, 

Where od'rous plants in evening fair 
Breathe all around ambrofial air. 
—  — — 

ene d by a ſlope with buſhes crown'd, 
— —— 

Who pay their quit- rents with a ſong, 
With op'ning views of hill and dale, 


( 229 ] 
Thick phalanx of embodied trees, 
From hills thro” plains in duik array 
Extended far repel the day. 
Invite, and comtemplation aid : 
Here nymphs from hollow oaks relate 
The dark decrees and will of fate, 
 Infpire and docile fancy teach, 
While foft as breezy breath of wind, 
Impulſes ruſtle thro the mind: 
While Pan melodious pipes away, 
In meaſur d motions friſk about, 
"Till old Silenus puts them out. 
There ſee the clover, pea, and bean, 
Vie in variety of green, _ 
Freſh paſtures ſpeckled o'er with ſheep, 
And poppy-top-knots deck her hair, 
And filver ſtreams through meadow: ftray, 
And Naiads on the margin play, 
And leſſer nymphs on fide of hills 


May I enjoy a calm thro” life ; 
As men at land fee forms at fea, 
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And laugh at miſerable elves, 
Not kind, fo much as to themſelves, 
Curs'd with fuch fouls of baſe alloy, 
As can poſſeſs, but not enjoy, 
Debarr'd the pleaſure to impart 

By av'rice, ſphin&er of the heart, 
Who wealth hard earn d by guilty cares 
untouch d to thankleſs heirs. 
May 1, with look ungloom'd by guile, | 
And wearing virtue s liv'ry-ſmile, 
Prone the diſtreſſed to relieve, 

With income not in fortune's pow r, 
And mill to make a bufy hour, 
Which trips to town life to amuſe, | 
To purchaſe books, and hear the news, 
To ſee old friends, bruſh off the clown, 
And quicken taſte at coming down, 
Unhurt by fickneſs' blaſting rage, 
When fate extends its gath'ring gripe, 
Fall off like fruit grown fully ripe, 
Quit a worn being without pain, 
Perhaps to bloſſom ſoon again. 


And what I think, my Memmius, Know. 


TY" erb and raprars wild 
His ſpringy foul dilates like air, 
When free from weight of ambient care, 


Fam would ke fee ſome diſtant feene 
Suggeſted by his reſtleſs ſpleen, 
And fancy's teleſcope applies 
With tinctur d glaſs. to cheat his eyes. 
Such thoughts, as love the gloom of night,. 
I cloſe examine by the light.. 
For who, tho” brib'd by gain to lie, 
Dare ſfun-beam written truths deny, 
On faith's meer hearſay evidence ? 


And club its ills with thoſe of fate, 
I many a notion take to taſk,. 
Made dreadful by its viſor-maſk : 
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Thus ſcruple, ſpaſm of the mind, 
Since optic reaſon ſhews me plain, OY 
I dreaded ſpectres of the brain, 


f 232 } 

And legendary fears are gone, 

Tho' in tenacious childhood fown.. 
Thus in opinions I commence 
Freeholder in the proper ſenſe, 

| Nor homage to pretenders bes, 
Who boaſt themſelves by ſpurious roll,. 
Lords of the manor of the foul, 
Perferring ſenſe, from chin that's bare, 
To nonſenſe thron d in Shifter d hair. 


To thee, Creator uncreate, 
© Entium Ens! divinely great! 
Unſeather'd arrows far to: throw, 

Thro' fields unknown tor madly ſtray, 
"Where no ideas mark the way, . 
With tender eyes, and colouss fant, 

And trembling hands forbear to paint. 
Who features veil & by light? can hit? 
Where can, what has no outline, fit? 
My foul, the. vais r forego, 
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In one, no object of our fight, 
Who can't be cruel, or unjuſt, 
Calm and reſign d, I fix my truſt ;. 
To him my paſt and preſent tate 
I owe, and muſt my future fate. 
A ftranger into bfe I'm come, 
Dying may be our going home, 
Tranſported here by angry fate, 
The convids of a prior tate. 
Hence I no anxious thoughts beſtow 
On matters, I can never know ; 
Thro life's foul ways, like vagrant pa d 
He'll grant a ſettlement at laſt, 
By leave to lay has being down. 
if doom d ta dance th' eternal round 
And diffolution ſoon to come, 
Like ſpunge, wipes out life's preſent ſum. 
But can't our ſtate of pow'r bereave 
An endleſs feries to receive 5; 
Then, if hard dealt with here by fate: 
We ballance in another ſtate, 
And fign th acquittance for the wong: 
More happineſs than miſery. 
Or be fuppaſed to create, 
Curious to try, what "tis w hate, 


Thus, 
— . 8 
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PROLOGU E. 
SPOKEN BY 
Mr. GARRICK, 
At the Opening of che Theatre in Drary-laxe, 1747. 

(By Mr. SAMUEL JOHNSON.] 
we _— triumph o'er her barb'rous 


Firſt rear d the ſtage, immortal Swarzsrrant rofe ; 
Each change of many-colour'd life he drew, 
Exhaufted worlds, and then imagin'd new : 
Exiſtence ſa him ſpurn her bounded reign, 
— — 
And uarefiſted paſſion form d the breaft. 
Then Jonunson came, inſtructed from the ſchool. 
To pleaſe in method, and invent by rule ; 
— — 

d approbation gave the lng ring bays, 
For thoſe who durſt not cenſure, ſcarce cou'd praiſe. 
A mortal born, he met the general doom, 1 


The wits of Charles found cafier | 
Nor wiſh'd for Jaunzon's art, 5 | 
— 

they ſtudied, as they fl y wit, 


DDr 
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Vies 


* ys found | a [ſympathetic friend ; 
They plea their ags, and $i not aim ro 
Yet bards like theſe aſpir'd wo — 
And proudly hop d to Pf n * 

: 1 their ſupporta were ſtrong . 


— who can gueks d efſefis of chance } 


Here Hunt may hax, or Mahomet may dance: 
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Ah ! let not cenſure term our fate our choice, 
The ſtage but echoes back the public voice. 

The drama's laws the drama's patrons give, | 
For we that live to pleaſe, muſt pleaſe to live. 


8 Then prompt no more the follies you deery, 
As tyrants doom their tools of guilt to die ; 
"Tis yours this night to bid the reign commence 
Of reſcu'd nature, and reviving ſenſe ; 
> To chace the charms of found, the pomy of ſhow, 
For uin m1. * 
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VERSES written on a BLanx Lear, 
By Leed Lanamown, when he preſented his 


nne Ge AR dame Dam. 
O queen, to thee ; accept her dying lays. 
$6 at th approach of death the cygnet tien 
To warble ene note more, and finging dies. 
Hail mighty queen, whoſe powerful fmiles alone 
Contending parties, and Plebeian rage, = 
Had puzzled loyalty for half an age: | YH 
Conqu'ring | 
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1 ADVICE tozLadyin AvTvMs. 

| (By the B— of C——] 

N — — and no more: 
There's no pleaſure in bed. Men v. bring me 1 
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a foo mind for the 


And with ſenſe like your Wen, {et your 
_ 


wit, is as mild as "tis clear 
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With an appetite, thus, down to dinner you fie, 
Where the chief of the feaſt, is the flow of your wit: 
Let this be indulg d. and let laughter go round ; 
As it pleaſes your mind, to your health 'twill redound- 
After dinner two glaſſes at leaſt, I approve; 

Name the firſt to the king, and the laſt to your love: 
Thus chearful with wiſdom, with innocence gay, 
And calm with your joys gently glide thro*theday. 
The dews of the evening moſt carefully ſhun ; 

Thoſe tears of the fky for the loſs of the fun. 
Then in chat, or at play, with a dance or a ſong, 
Let the night, like the day, paſs with pleaſure along. 
Al cares, but of love, banim far from your mind ; 
And thoſe you may end, when you pleaſe to be kind. 


On a Lady's drinking the Bath-Waters. 
[By the Same.] 


HE guthing ſtreams impetuqus flow 
In haſte zo DzL. 14's lips to go, 
With equal haſte and equal heat, | 
Who would not ruſh thoſe lips to meet 2 
Blefs'd envy d fireams, ſtill greater bliſa 
For from her lips your welcome tide, 
Shall down her heaving boſom glide ; 
And touch that heart I ne er could move. 
From thence in ſoft Meanders ſtray, 

And fing at laſt the bliſsful way : 
Which thought may paint, tho' verſe mayn't ſay. 
Tos 


VERSES written.-in a LAaDY's 
Sumo upon Death. 

[ By the Same. . 
is TAREN fair, lay Sherlock by- 
His doctrine is deceiving ; 


For whilf he teaches us to die, 
| He cheats us of our living. 


But if thus bd I may not Ive. 


your Sherlock give, 
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Venus round Fanny 's waiſt, 
Has her own Ceſtus bound, 


Who dance the circle round. 
How happy muit he be, 
Who ſhall her zone unlooſe ! 
That bliis to all, but me, M 
May heaven and fhe refuſe. 


SON G. 
„Chloe, I begin 
Your heart, like mine, to move, 


You tell me of the crying fin 
Of unchaſte lawleſs love. 


How cam that paſſion be a fin, 
Wich gave to Chloe birth? 
How can thoſe joys but be divine, 
Which make a heaven on earth ? 


To wed, mankind the prieſts trepann'd, 
And diſobey d God's great command, 
Increaſe and multiply. 


You fay that love's a crime; content: 
Yet this allow you muſt, 9 

More joy's in heav'n if one repent, | 
Than over ninety juſt. | 
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Sin then, dear girl, for heaven's fake, 


Repent, and be forgiven ; 
Bleſs me, and by repentance make 
A holy day in heav'n 


r m a EEATTON. 
Know Your SELF. 

{By the late Dr. AA BUT HNOT.] 

T am 1? how produc'd ? and for what 
end ? | | 

Whence drew I being? to what period tend? 

Am I th' abandon'd orphan of blind chance: 

Dropt by wild atoms in diforder'd dance? 

Or from an endleſs chain of cauſes wrought ? 

And of unthinking ſubſtance, born with thought | 

By motion which began without a cauſe, 

Supremely wiſe, without defign or laws. 

Am I but what I feem, meer fleſh and blood ; 

A branching channel, with a mazy flood ; 

The purple ſtream that through my veſſels glides, 

Dull and unconſcious flows like common tides : 

Are not that thinking I, no more than they : 

This frame compacted with cranſcendent ſkill, 

Of moving joints obedient to my will. 


Nurs'd 
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Nurr's from the fri lede, like youder 
New matter : = 
And from the fleeting — — — 
4 5 ſtream repair d q 
DiſtinQ, as is the ſwimmer from _ 
13 n 
Who warm'd th" 1 —1 i 
— Od dN " 
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I wace the fan 4 | 
— 's fiery trail, * 
whirling planets in a ſcale : 
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3 of the meaneſt kind; 
Eraſe new-born image from ü 
Vile as the grinning maſtif — 
Calls off from heav' = gw. 
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Between theſe wide extreams the length is fuch, 
1 fnd 1 know too little or tos much. 


I grope and gueſs . 
« Thou clear'd& the ſecret of my high deſcent, 


| 
— ce wert, art nb, and fill may be, ' 
Thy god alone can tell, alone decree ; | I 
F-:kicfs thou dropt from his unerrwg Kill, 
With the bare pow' to fin, fince free of will 
var charge not with thy guilt, kis bounteous love, 


Far wer has power to walk, kas power to wm 
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Who acts by force impell” nought deſerve 
And iow hn — a 
on thy new-imp'd wings, thou took'ft 
e 1 
7 he realms 
Dili is gn proces fat: 
thought to grow a God by doing ill: 
Tough by foul guilt thy hear'aly form defac'd, 
Thou & chang'd from happy man”ons chac' 
— ll retain' ſome ſparks of heav'nly 4 
oo faint to mount, yet reſtleſs to aſpire "= 
2 | 
— ts make Sy fon is va 
— now withdraw their kindly uſe, 
thee, ſome torment, and ſome ſeduce ; 


d: 


Curb d, or deferr'd, or 
balk' d. gratify" 
cds e 
hop'f for bliſs on this J ” 
Return, and ſeek 1 
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A EPISTLE. 


[By ¹ 


HRO the wild maze of life's ſtill varying plan, 
Blic is alone th important taſk of man. 
All ele is trifling, whether grave or gay, 

A Newton's labours, or an infant's play ; 
Whether this vainly waſtes th” unhecded ſun, 

Or thoie more vainly mark the courſe it run ; 

Far of the to, fure ſmaller is the fault, 

r unthinking, than to err with thought; 

But if, like them, we ſtill muſt trifles uſe, = 

H:rmlets at leaſt, like theirs, be thoſe we chuſe. 

Erough it is that reaſon blames the choice, 

Join not to her's, the wretch's plaintive voice; 

Be folly free from guilt : let foplings play, 

Or write, or talk, or dreſs, or die away. 

Let thoſe, if ſuch there be, whoſe giant-mind, 
Superior tow'rs above their pygmy kind. 
Unaided and alone, the realms explore, 

Where hail and ſnow renew their treaſur d flore *. 
Lo! heav'n ſpreads all its ftars; let thoſe explain, 
What balanc'd pom 1a the rolling orbs ſuſtain, 
Nor in more humble ſcales, pernicious weigh 
e, juſtice, truth, againſt ſeducing pay. 

So diſtant regjons ſhall employ their thoug 

2 „ 


SES se ggg s 2288823 


KI. 


Wel 


149 1 


Well had great Charles, by early want inſpir d, 
With warring puppets, guiltleſs praiſe accuird ; 


So wou d that flame have mimic fights eng: g'd, 


Whick fann'd by pow'r, o'er waſted nations rag'd. 


Curs d be the wretch, ſhould al! the mouths of fame 
Wide o'er the world his deathleſs deeds pecclaim, 
Who like a baneful comet fpre2d: his blaze, 

While trembling crowds in ſtup id wonder gaze; 

Whoſe potent .alents ferve his lawlcfs will, 

Whiek turnseach virtue te a pubic H, 

With direfut rage perverted might employs, - 

And heav'n's great ends with keav'n's bed means de- 
ſtroys. | 

The praiſe of power is his, whoſe hand ſupplies 

Fire to the bold, and prudence to the wiſe ; 

While man this only real merit knows, 

Fitly to uſe the gifts which heaven beſtows : 

I ſavage valour be his vaunted fame, 

The mountain-lion ſhall difpute his claim ; 

Or, if perfidiovus wiles deferve applauſe, 

Thro- flighted vows, and violated laws; 

The ſubtle plotter s title ſtands confeſs d, 

Whoſe dagger gores the truſting tyrant's breaft. 

Tho ſtabs one wretch, than he who ſtabs a ſtate. 

H 3 Now, 


Charles V. emperor of Germany, aue in his retire- 
|» Fungi hiamje!f with jupfeis. See Strada us Balis 
2. ; 
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Nov, mighty hero! boaſt thy dear delights, 
The price of toilſome days and fleeplefs nights ; 
Say, canſt thou aught in purple grandeur find, 
Sweet as the ſlumbers of the lowly hind * 


Better are ye, the youthful and the gay, 
Who jocund rove thro” pleafure's flow'ry way * 
Yet ſeek not there for bliſs! your toil were vain, 
And Ciſappointed toil is double pain) 

Pour the ſoft balm upon your thirſty ſouls ; 

By pain unbitter d, and unpall'd by fear ; 

The' all were full as high as thought can ſoar, 

Till fancy fires, and wiſhes crave no more: 

Let lovely woman artleſs charms diſplay, 
Where truth and goodneſs baſk in beauty's ray ; 
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in grave debates inſtructed ſenates move, 
Or melt the glowing dame to mutual love. | 
To heighten theſe, let conſcious worth infuſe 
Sweet caſe, and ſmiling mirth th infpiricg muſe. 
Then anſwer, thou of ev'ry gift poſſeſs d 
Say, from thy foul, art thou fincerely bleſt? 
To various objefts wherefore doſt thou range ? 
Pleaſure muſt ceaſe, ere man can with to change. 
Haſt thou not quitted Fiaccus' facred lay, 
To talk with Baveus, or with Pravia play; 
When waſted nature ſhuns the large expence 
Of deep attention to exalted fenſe ; | 


Say, is there aught, on which, completely bleſt, 
Fearleſs and full the raptur'd mind may reſt ? 
E; there aught conſtant ? Or, if ſuck there be, 
Can varying man be pleas d with conſtancy ? 
Mark then what ſenſe the bleſſing muſt employ ! 
The ſenſes change, and loath accuſtom'd joy : 
Eden in vain immortal fweets diſplays, | 
If the taſte fickens, or our frame decays. 


The range of life contrafted limits bound; 

| Yet more conſin d is pleaſure's faithleſs round: 

Fair op'ning to the fight, when firſt we run, 

But, ah ! how alter d, when again begun! 

When tir d we view the fame known profpett o'er, 

And, lagging, tread the fleps we trod before. 

Now clogg d with ſpleen, the lazy current flows, 
Pro doubts, and fears, and felf-avugmenting woes; 
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Till fated, loathing, hopeleſs here of bliſe, 
Some plunge to ſeek it into death's aby ſs. 


Of an f. perfluous weaFh's unnumber d ſtings, 


The marpeſt is that knowledge which it brings ; | 


_ Enjoyment purchas d, makes its obje&t known, 
And then alas! each feſt ilk fion's town : | 
Love's protz is' d ſucet, ambition's lofty ſcheme, 
The painter's image, and the poet's theme. 


Miſ-ſhapen forms, and groſſer taints appear: 
Where lovely Venus led her beauteous train, 
Crowns, ſcepters, laurels are confus'dly ſtrow d, 
2 deform d, unmeaning, — 


Some pleaſures here with ſoaring hand are giv'n, 
That fear — 
But what was meant to urge us to the chace, 
Now ſtops, or ſideway turns our devious race: 
'Tho' {till to make the deſtin d courſe more plain, 
The fitting center of our reſtleſs love. 
And when the great creator's will had join'd, 
Unequal pair! the body and the mind, 
Left the proud ſpirit ſhould neglect her clay, 
— — | 
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F:ch firong ſenſation to the foul impart 
E-ſt:tic tranſport, or aſnicting ſmart: 
By that intie d. the uſefal ſhe enjoys ; 
h this deterr'd, the flies whate'er ceitroys : 
Hence from the Cagger's point ſharp anguiſh flows, 
And the ſoſt couch is fpread with fwect repoſe. 


For ſome exceptions, ev ry rule conkne; 
Yet few were they, while nature's genuine ſlore 
Supply d our wants, nor man yet ſought for more; 
Now ſubtle art may gild the venom d pill, 


To narrow ſelf heav'n's impulſe unconſin d 
The ſmile of joy reflected joy imparts ; 

Yet not alike are all conjoin'd. with all, 
Nor throng with rival heat to nature's call 
By vary d inſtintt diff rent ties are known, 
While love ſuperior points ta each his own : 
Thoſe next the reach of our aſſiſting hands, 
And thoſe, to whom we're link d by kindred bands 
In warmer ſtreams the facred influence ſhare: 
Ambrofal fweets her infant's lip diffils,. ö 
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Which blaze collected in the patriot's flame: 
Hence Britain throbs ſuperior in thy ſoul, 
Nor idly wak'f thou for the diſtant pole. 


Yet farther ftill the faving inſtinct moves, 
And to the future wide extends our Joves ; 
Glows in our boſom for an unborn race, 
And warms us mutual to the kind embrace. 
For this, to man was giv'n the graceful air ; 


Reach not the uſe, for which it was deſfign's ; 
To this one point our hopes, our wiſhes tend, 
And thus miſtake the motive for the end. 
Whate'er ſenſations from enjoyment flow, 


Our erring thought to matter's force would owe ; 


To that aſcribe our pleaſures, and our pains, 
And blindly for the cauſe miſtake the means : 
In od'rous meads the vernal gale we praiſe, 


Or dread the ſtorm, that plows the wintry ſeas ; 


While he's unheeded, who alone can move, 

Claims all our fears, and merits all our love ; 

Alone to fouls can ſenſe and thought convey, 
'Thro' the dark manſions of furrounding clay. 


Man, part from heav's, and part from humble 


earth, | 
A motly ſubſtance, takes his various bisth ; 
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Cloſe link's to both, he hangs in diff rent chains, 
The pliant fetter length'ning as he ſtrains. 
If, bravely conſcious of her native fires, 
To the bold height his nobler frame aſpires ; 
Near as ſhe ſoars to join th approaching Ries, 
Our earth ſtill leſſens to her diftant eyes. 
But if o'erpois'd ſhe finks, her downward courſe 
Each moment weighs, with ſtill augmenting force; 
Low, and more low, the burden'd ſpirit bends, 
While weaker ſtill each heav'nly link extends; 
Till proſtrate, grov'ling, fetter d to the ground, 
She lies in matter's heap o'erwhelm'd and bound. 
Wrapt in the toils of fin, juſt bea n employs 
What caus'd her guilt, to blaſt her lawleſs joys : 
Love, potent guardian of our length ning race, 
Unnerves the feeble letcher's cold embrace ; 
And appetite, by nature giv'n to fave, 
Sinks the gorg'd glutton in his early grave. 


What ſends you fleet oer boiſt rous ſeas to roll, 
Beneath the burning line and frozen pole ? 

Why ravage men the hills, the plains, the woods ? 
Why ſpoil all nature, earth, and air, and floods ? 
Seek they ſome prize to help a ſinking fate ? 

No !—this muſt all be done, ere Bernard eat. 
Tell it ſome untaught ſavage ! with furprize 
He aſks, © How vaſt muſt be that giant's fize! 
| © How great his pow'r, who thouſands can employ ? 
— 
But 


9 4 Frenchman rents faman hy «ml ere eg? 
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Bvt if the ſavage would, more curious, know 
Whit potent virtues from ſe ch viands flow, 
vn t ble# effects thev cxuſe—confalt with Sloane, 


Pleaſureꝰs for ufe : it differs in degree, 
Proportion d to he thing's receſſity. 

And diff rent is the date of each delight; 
But when th” alloted end we once attain, 
Each ſtep beyond it, is a ſtep to pain. 

Nor let us murmur.—Hath not earth a ſtore 
For er'ry want? it was not meant fur more. 


Nleſt is Cie man, as far as earth can bleſs, 
Whoſe meaſur d paſſions reach no wild exceſs; 
Who, urg d by nature's voice, her gifts enjoys, 
Nor other means, than nature's force, employs. 
White warm with youth the ſprightly current flows, 
Each vivid ſenſe with vig'rous rapture glows ; 
And when he droops beneath the hand of age, 

No vicious habit ſtings with frualeſs rage; 
Gradual, his ſtrength, and gay ſenſations ceaſe, 
121.5 P 


Far other is his lot, — 
Wich what the bountrous care of nature meant, 
Wich labour d fcill would all her joys dilate, 
Sublime their ſenſe, and lengthen out their date; 
Add, blend, compoſe, each various mixture try, 
And wind up appetite to luxury. 
Thus guilty art unknown defires implints, 
And viler arts muſt ſatisfy their wants; 
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When, to corre by hi:afelf betray'd; 
Goll binds the ſlave, whom luxury has mae. 


The hind, that form'd us, muſt ſome uſe intend, 
It gives us pow'rs propertion'd to that end; 
A fall attainment of the end devgn'd: 
And bleſt muſt be the virtzous and the wiſe. 


Blifs is ordain'd for all, fince heav'n intents 
All beings ſhould atrain their de Uin'd ends: 

For this the fair idea ſhines conteſs d 

To ev'ry mind, and glos in er'ry breaſt. 
Inpir'd by this, we refflefs omard ffrain. 
High tho” we mount, the objeEt mounts more high, 
Eludes our grafp, and mingtes with the K y. 

With nothing 1cfs th? afpiring fouP's content, 

For nothing leſs her gearous flame was meant; 
Th' unerring rule, which all our ſteps ſhould guide. 
The certaia teſt, by which true good is try'd. 
2228988 r white wo milk. 


Where heated fancy forms the flatt'ring ſcheme. 
There ſure is bliſs —clſe, why by all defir'd ? 
What guileful pow'r has the mad ſearch inſpir d? 
Could accident produce in all the ſame, 
— 


( 158 ] 

When nature in the world's diſtended ſpace, 
Or sud, or almoſt fd, each ſmaller place ; 
Careful in meaneſt matter to produce 
Each fingle motion for ſome certain uſe ; 
Hard was the lot of her firſt fav'rite, man, 
Faulty the ſcheme of his contracted ſpan, 
If that alone muſt know an uſeleſs void, 

AnS he feed hngings aver © be exjay's. 


That only can produce conſummate joy, 
Which equals all the*pow'rs it would employ ; 
Suck fitting objet to each talent giv'n, 
Earth cannot fit what was deſign d for heav'n. 
Why then is man with gifts ſublimeſt fraught, 
And active will, and comprehenfive thought? 
For what is all this waſte of mental force ? 
What ! for a houſe, a coach, a dog, a horſe ? 
Has nature's lord inverted nature's plan ? 

Is man now made for what was made for man ? 


| There muſt be pleaſures paſt the reach of ſenſe; 
Some nobler ſource muſt happineſs diſpenſe : 
Reaſon, ariſe ! and vindicate thy claim, 
Flaſh on our minds the joy-infufing flame; 
Pour forth the fount of light, whoſe endleſs ftore 
Thought drinks infatiate, while it thirſts for more. 
Aud thou, ſeraphie flame ! who could ft inſpire 
The propbet' s voice, and wrap his ſoul in fire ; 
Ray of th eternal beam ! who canſt pervade 
The diftant paſt, and future's gloomy ſhade ; 
While — reaſon 3 Eazzling 


height, 
Sublime her force, and guide her dubious flight ; 


Strengthen d 


( 159 ] 
Strengthen'd by thee, the bears the ſtreaming 
And drinks new light from truth's immortal rays. 
Great, only evidence of things divine! 

By thee reveal'd, the myſtic wonders thine ! 
What humbled pride in filence muſt adore, 
What plainly mark'd in heav'n's deliver'd page, 


Makes the taught hind more wiſe than Greece's ſage: 


Yet reaſon proves thee in her low 
And owns thy truths, from their neceſſity. 


-— eiing him for whom alone we're made. 
or he alone all human bliſs compleats, | 
To him alone th 


Whoſe attributes immenſe all bounds diſdain. 
No fickly taſte the beat ny rapture cloys, 
No weary'd ſenſes fink in whelming joys ; 
While, rais d above low matter's groſſer frame, 
Pure ſpirit blazes in his purer flame. 
uch are th immortal bleſſings that attend 

The juſt and good, the patriot and the friend. 
They taſte heav'n's joys anticipated here. 

Theſe in the finiling cup of pleafure flow, 

Or, mingling, ſaoth the bitter ſtream of woe; 
Theſe pay the loſs of honours, and of place, 
lud teach that guilt alone is true diſgrace ; 


Theſe 


blaze, 


[ 160] 
Theſe with the glorious exile chearful rove, 
dd. a—— 


Lorg may fiich bliſs, by ſuch enjoy d, atteſt, 
The greatly virtuous are the grea:ly Lleft! 
Enough there arc amid you gorgeous train, 
Who, wretched, prove all other joys are Yan. 


So ſhines the truth theſe humble lines unfold, 
6 a ſold. 
Too mean a price ſublimeſt fortune brings, 
Too mean the wealth, the ſmiles, the crowns of king 
Far rais d oer theſe, ſhe makes our biifs fecure,. 
The preſent pleaſing, and the future ſure. 

While profp'rous guilt a fd reverſe appears, 

And, in the tafeleſs now, the future fears. 
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A&M EPISTLE we LADY: 


[By the Same.] 
6 dearly lor d attend, 
The counſels of a faithful friend; 


Who with the warmeft wiſhes fraught, 
Feels all, at leaſt, that friendſhip ought ! 
But fince by ruling heav'n's deſign, 
Another's fate ſhall mfluence thine ; 
O! may theſe lines for him prepare 
A blifs, which I won d die to ſhare ! 


dd 
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But woman muſt be bleſt at home; 
To this ſhou't all her Rudĩes tend, 
And uſe can blunt afffiction s ſting; 
And few are plung d in utter woe; 
While nature arm'd againſt deſpair, 
Gives pow 'r to mend, or ſtrength to bear; 
And half the thought content may gain. 


Trace not the fair domeſtic plan, 
From what you wou d, but what you can! 
Nor, peeviſh, ſpurn the ſcanty ſhore, 
Becauſe you think you merit more 
Tuy mare alone is meant for thee ; 
And thou ſhou dſt think, however ſmall, 


That ſhare enough, for tis thy all: 


Vain ſcorn will aggravate diſtreſa, 
Units compoſe the largeſt ſum : 


O! tell them o'er, and fay how vain, 


And bribe to ill the guilty great! 


[ 162 ] 


But thou more bleſt, more wiſe than theſe, 


Shalt build up happineſs on eaſe. 

Hail ſweet content! where joy ſerene, 
_ Gilds the mild fouls unruſſied ſcene ; 

And with blith fancy's pencil wrought, 


Spreads the white web of flowing thought; 


Shines lovely in the chearful face, 

And cloaths cach charm with native grace ; 
Effuſion pure of bliſs ſincere, | 

A veſtment for a God to wear. 


Far other ornaments compoſe, 
Piec'd out with motly dies and forts, 
Freaks, whimfies, feſtivals, and ſports : 
The troubled mind's fantaftic dreſs, 
Which madneſs titles happineſs. 

While the gay wretch to revels bears, 
The pale remains of fighs and tears; 
And ſeeks in crouds, like her undone, 
What only can be found in one. 


But, chief, my gentle friend ! remove, 
Far from thy couch ſeducing love 
ol ſhun the falſe magjcian's art, 

Nor truſt thy yet unguarded heart ! 
Charm'd by his ſpells fair honour flies, 
And thouſand treach'rous phantoms riſe ; 
Where guilt in beauty's ray beguiles, 
And ruin lurks in friendſhip's ſmiles. 
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[164] 
Left prudes demure, or coxcombs loud, 
Accuſe thee to the partial croud ; 
Foes who the laws of honour flight, 
A judge who meaſures guilt by ſpite. 


Behold the ſage Aurelia ſtand, 
Diſgrace and fame at her command! 
As if heaven's delegate defgn'd, 
Sole arbiter of all her kind. 
| Whether ſhe try ſome favour'd piece, 

By rules devis'd in ancient Greece; 
Or whether modern in her flight, 
She tells what Paris thinks polite. 
For much her talents to advance, 
She fludy'd Greece, and travel d France. 
There learn'd the happy art to pleaſe, 
With all the charms of labour d eaſe: 
Thro* looks and nods with meaning fraught, 
To teach what ſhe was never taught- 


By her each latent ſpring is ſeen, 
The workings foul of ſecret ſpleen ;. 
Or folly veiF'd in ſpecious ſenſe. 
When worthleſſneſs the world decerves ; 

Whether the erring croud commends, 
Some patriot ſway d by private ends; 
Or huſband truſt a faithleſs wife 
Secure in ignorance from firife. 
Averſe the brings their deeds to view, 
But juſtice claims the rig'rous due; 
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Umar! 


[ 165 ] 
Humanely anxious to produce 
At leaſt ſome poſſible excuſe. 
O ne'er may virtue's dire diſgrace, 
Prepare a triumph for the baſe ! 


Meer forms the fool implicit ſway, 
Wiuch witlings with contempt ſurvey. 
Blind folly no defect can fee, 

Half wiidom views but one degree: 
The wiſe remoter uſes reach, 
Which judgment and experience teach 


Muſt do what others do with cafe. 
Great precept undefin'd by rule, 

And only learn'd in cuſtom's ſchool ; 

To no peculiar form confin'd, 

It fpreads thro all the human kind; 

Yet graceful in the goed and wiſe. 
In faſhion's ſtream how many glide ? 
Secure from ev'ry mental woe, 
From treach'rous friend or open foe ; 
From ſocial ſympathy that ſhares 
The public loſs or private cares : 
Whether the barb'rous foe invade, 
Or merit pine in fortune's ſhade. 


Hence gentle Anna ever gay, 
The ſame to-morrow as to-day. 


{ 266 ] 
Her cheek the decent forrow ſteep. 
Save when perhaps a melting tale, 
Oer ev'ry tender breaſt prevail. 
THESIS the bad, the great the ſmall, 
She likes, the loves, ſhe honours all. 
And yet if ſland rous malice blame, 
Patient ſhe yields a fifter's fame. 
Alike if fatyr or if praiſe, 
She ſays whate er the circle ſays ; 
Implicit does whate'er we do, | 
Without one point or with in view. 
Sure teft of others, faithful glafs 
Thro' which the various phantoms paſs. 


Who looks, and talks, and acts for fame; 


Intent ſo wide her cares extend, 

To make the univerſe her friend. 
Now with the gay in frolicks ſhines, 
With courtiers now extols the great, 
With patriots fighs o'er Britain's fate. 
Now melts in leſs refin'd defires. 
Doom d to exceed in each degree, 
Too various for one ſingle word, 

The high ſublime of deep abfurd. 


Wie 


. = OR EST TTY 


Sn) & 351 nnd 


[ 167 ] 
While ev'ry talent nature grants, 
Juſt ſerves to ſhew how much ſhe wants. 


Altho' in — combine, 

The virtues of our ſex and thine : 

Fler hand reſtrains the widow's tears, 
Her ſenſe informs, and fooths and cheers; 
Yet like an angel in diſguiſe, 
She ſhines but to ſome favour'd eyes ; 
Nor is the diſtant herd allow'd 
To view the radiance thro' the cloud. 


But thine is ev'ry winning art, 
Thine is the friendly honeſt heart; 
And ſhou'd the gen'rous ſpirit flow, 
Beyond where prudence fears to go ; 
Such fallies are of nobler kind, 
Than virtues of a narrow mind. 


A EPISTLE 7 V. Pore. 


 [ By the Same.] 


"'EAVEN in the human breaſt implants, 
Fit appetites for all our wants; 

With hunger prompts to ſtrength ning food, 
Theſe to their object ſtraight convey, _ 
While reaſon winds her tardy way. 


1166 


Yet in one center ſhould unite, 
Faith, inſtin&, reaſon, appetite : 
One perfect plan ordain'd to trace, 
And nature dignify with grace; 
In one great ſyſtem meant to roll, 
To move, ſupport and guide the whole. 


And with weak lights preſumptuous ſcan 
The ſprings which move predeſtin d man. 
= | And ſome there are, zccurs's their art, 
| Tho' all the nine their charms impart, 
; | Who in falſe forms of great and juſt, 
Cloath av rice, treach'ry, rage and luſt. 


She, faireſt offspring of the ſkies, 
The goddeſs of the brave and wiſe, 
Whoſe facred impulſe prompts the beft, 
To ſucceur and preſerve the reſt, 

Is deaf to ev ry private call, 

And wakes but at the voice of all. 


[ 169 } 
With Erſkine, pious exile goes, 
To ſooth a drooping father's woes: 
She ſings the bounties of Germain. 


Nor pow'r, or policy of ſtate, 
Can ever give intrinſic weight : 
And ſhou'd fallacious art difplay 
Oer titled droſs a golden ray, 
Still baſer thro' detectint years, 


To ſtamp the well atteſted coin; 
And conſecrated with thy name, 
To treaſure in the ſtores of fame. 
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PISTLE # POLLIO, from the 
Hill of Howth in Ireland. 


[By the Sanc-] 


OLLIO! would'f thou condeſcend 
Here to ſee thy humble friend, 
Far from doctors, potions, pills, 

Thou the precious draught may ſt ſhare, 
LUCY eo co | 
Foz. I. I 


From 
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From the brouſing goat it flows, 
From each balmy ſhrub that grows ; 
Hence the kidling's wanton fire, 
Vigorous, buxome, young and gay, 
Thou like them ſhalt love and play. 


What, tho' far from filver Thames, 
Stately piles, and courcly dames ? 
Here we boaſt a purer flood, 
ſovs that ſtream from ſprightly blood; 
Here is imple beauty ſeen, 
Fair, and cloath's Rke beauty's queen: 
Nature's hands the garbs compoſe, 

From the lily and the roſe. 

Or, if charm'd with richer dies, 

Fancy every robe ſupplies. 

— — 
Abſent claim thy tender care; 

Here enraptur d ſhalt thou trace, 
S$———'$ ſhape and R 's face ; 
While the waking dream ſhall pay, 
Many a wiſhing, hopeleſs day. 

Domes with gold and toil unbought, 
Riſe by magic pow'r of thought, 
Where by artiſt's hand undrawn, 
Slopes the vale, and ſpreads the lawn ; 
As if ſportive nature meant, 8 
Here to mock the works of Kent. 


Come, and with thee bring along, 


Poor with all a H fore, 
Wretched he who doom'd to roam, 
Never can be bleſt at home ; 
From th" ungrateful and unkind. 
Curs d who on the croud depend; 
On the great one's peevith fit, 
On the coxcomb's ſpurious wit ; 
Ever ſentenc d to bemoan 
Others failings in their own. 


If, like them, rejecting ing caſe, 

Hills and health no loager pleaſe; 
Quick deſcend !——Thou may ſt reſort 
To the viceroy's ſplendid court. | 
There, indignant, ſhalt thou ſee 
Cringing flaves, who might be free, 
Brib'd with titles, hope, or gain, 
Tye their country's ſhameful chain ; 
Or, inſpir d by heav'n's good cauſe, 
Waſte the land with holy laws ; | ö 
While the gleanings of their power, F 
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Now, methinks, I hear thee fay, 
4 Drink alone thy mountain-whey ! 
«© Wherefore tempt the Iriſh ſhoals ? 
« Sights like theſe are nearer Paul's. 


An ODE to WILLIAM PULTNEY, Ey 
[Py the Same: 


I. | 
EMOTE. from liberty and truth, 
By fortune's crime, my early youth 
Drank error's poiſon'd ſprings. 
"Taught by dark creeds and myſtic law, 
Wrapt up in reverential awe, 
I bow'd to prieſts and kings. 
IE. 
| Soon reaſon dawn'd, and troubled fight 
caught the glimpſe of painful light, 
Enough to tempt my ſteps to ſtray 
III. 
Reſtleſs I roam'd, when from afar 
Lo Hook ns ſhines ! the friendly ſtar 


1 
Sends forth a ſteady ray. 
Thus cheer'd, and eager to puriue, 
I mount, till glorious to my view, 
Locke ſpreads the realms of day. 
N. 
Now warm'd with noble Siobx EVS page, 
_—_ J pant with all the patriot's rage; 
Now wrapt in PLaTo's dream, 
With Moak and Harrixctoxs around 
I tread fair freedom's magic ground 
V. 
But ſoon the beauteous viſion flies ; 
Curruption's direful train : 
The partial judge perverting laws, 
The prieſt forſaking virtue's cauſc, 
VI. 
Vainly the pious artiſt s toil | 
Would rear to heaven a mortal pile, 
Confin'd alas ! is every ftate 
Of empire and of man. 
What tho” the good, the brave, the wiſe, 
With adverſe force undaunted riſe, 
To break th” eternal doom 
Tho” Caro liv'd, tho' Tur x ſpoke, 1 
Tho” BzxuTvus dealt the godlike ftroke, i 
Yet periſh'd fated Rowe, 
5 13 VIII. To 5 


( 274 ] 
VII. 
To ſwell ſome future tyrant's pride, 
Good FLEURY pours the golden tide, 
On Gallia's ſmiling ſhores ; 
Once more her fields ſhall thirſt in vain 
For wholeſome ſtreams of honeſt gain, 
While rapine waſtes her ſtores. 
Yet glorious is the great deſign, 
And ſuch, O Pur razr! ſuch is thine, 
To prop a nation's frame. 
If cruſh d beneath the facred weight, 
The ruins of @ falling flate, 
Shall tell the patriot's name. 


a 


Am ODE. 


2 
N Stow, the male's happy theme, 
Let fancy's eye enamour'd gaze ; 
| Where thro' one nobly ſimple ſcheme, 
Nor love ! art thou depriv'd of thine. 
H. 
Mark where from Porz's exhauſtleſs vein, 
Pure flows the ſtream of copious thought, 
While nature pours the genial ſtrain, 
With faireſt ſprings of learning fraught ; 


The 


[ 175] 
The treaſures of each clime and age, 
| III. 
So while thro” Britain's fields her Thames, 
Prolific rolls his filver tide ; 
The tribute of a thouſand ſtreams, 
Swells the majeſtic river's pride; 
And where his gen'rous current ſtrays, 
The wealth of either world conveys. 
IV. 
Far other, is that wretch's ſong ; 
A narrow, crooked, dubious courſe ; 
Or foul with congregated floods, 
Spreads a wide waſte o'er plains, and woods 
| V. 
In action thus the mind expreſs d 
High ſoars in Pope the true ſublime; 
A Stow unfolds a Cobham's breaſt, 
Thro' all their various works we trace, 
Tne greatly virtuous and the baſe. 


14 | AM: 
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Aa ODE. 
* the Some. 


| TY | 
A while ſuſpend the tailſame ſtrife ! 
O think if Britain claims thy zeal, 
Thy friends, and Britain claim thy life 
II. 
Thy gen'ron; ˙ mn attire foul; 
Inſpir d by glory a ſacred flame, 
Springs ardent to the diſtant goal, 
III. 
Happy whom reaſon deigns to guide, 
Who ſhuns the Stoic's ſenſeleſs pride, 
26 
IV. - 
— + DET 
 Chides pleaſure's ſmiling train away; 
Nor careleſs of life's great intent, 
With folly waſtes each heedleſs day. 
+ iP, 
But from the mountain's lofty height, 
Nor nature's mighty frame ſurveys ; 
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Tho” faction rag d, from Britain's peers ; 
Then glorious in thy country's cauſe, 
mi 
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=” 
FS there, or do the fchoolmen dream 
Is there on earth a pow'r ſupreme, 
The delegate of heav'n? 
To whom an uncontroul d command, 
In ev'ry realm o'er fea and land, 
Ty Gn * ak 


WW 
Dwells he amidſt the diamonds flame, 
A throne his hallow'd fhrine ? 
The borrow'd pomp, the arm'd array, 
Want, Fear, and Impotence betray : 
Strange proofs of pow'r divine! 
If ſervice due to human kind, 5 q 
To men in flothful eaſe reclin d, 
Can form a ſov reign's claim : | 
Hail monarchs ! ye, whom heav'n ordains, | 


In thee, vaſt AL! are theſe contain'd, 
For thee are thoſe, thy parts ordain'd, 


LY 
. 


| '; thy rule, thy good its end ; 


The lord, yes — 

A more ignoble croud. 
XIII. 

Avails it thee, if one devours, 

Or leſſer ſpoilers ſhare his pow rs, 


1 190 
While both thy claim oppoſe 7 8 
Monſters who wore thy ſully d crown, 
Tyrants who pull d thoſe monſters down. 
Alike to thee were foes. 
XV. 
Far other ſhone fair freedom's hand, 
Far other was th immortal ſtand, 
They ſnatch'd from rapine's gripe thy ſpails,. 
The fruits and prize of glorious toils, 
CO 
XV. 
| On thee pot hin nne 
C OE INS Was agp; 
A falſe apoftate train: 
| Tears beam adown the martyr's tomb ; 
Unpity d in their harder doom, 
Thy thouſands row the plain. 


XVI 


Theſe had no charms to pleaſe the ſenſe, 
No graceful port, —— 
To win the muſe's thong 
Vuknown, unſung, unmark'd.chey Le > 
But Czfar's fite o ercaſis the fey, 
XVII. I 
Thy foes, a ſtontleſs band, invade ;. 
Thy friends afford a. timid aid, 
And yield up half thy right. | 
EZv'n Locke beams forth a mingled ray, 
Afreid pour the Tons of Gay | 
Ou. man's too feeble fight. 


XVIII. Henc: 
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E 
Hence are the motely ſyſtems fram'd, 
Of right transfer'd, of power reclaim's ; 
DiſtinQtions weak and vain. 
For unreclaim d, n d, 
Her pow'rs and rights remain. 
We bow through him to you. 
| But change, or ceaſe th inſpiring choice. 
The ſov'reign finks a private voice, 
Alike in one, or few! 
Shrinks at. a tyrant's nobler past, - 
Where force, nd gy, 2 
To pilfer pow r away. ?- 


IW 


— aud buying tribe, 
The ſlaves who take, and deal the bribe, 
A people's. claims enjoy ? 

So Indian murd' rers hope to gain 

The pow'rs and virtues of the flain, 

XXII. 

„ Avert it, heaven! you love the brave, 

Lou hate the treach rous, willing ſlave, 

« The 
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«© The ſelf- devoted head. 

« Nor ſhall an hireling's voice convey 

% That ſacred prize to lawleſs ſway, 
« For which a nation bled. 


XIII. 
Vain pray r, the coward's weak reſouree! 
DireQing reaſon, 24e force, 


heaven beftows. 
But ne'er ſhall flame the thund ring ſky, 
To aid the trembling herd that fly 
Before their weaker foes. 
, XXIY. 
In names there dwell no magic charms, 
Unloes'd our fathers' band: 
Say. Greece and Rome? if theſe ſhou'd fail, 


Whoſe ſovereign will a people's voice, 
* Whole Wege  profp'rows fate. 
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VERSES # Camitta. 
[By the Same.] 


'TEARY'D with indolent repoſe, 
A life unmix'd with joys or woes ; 
Where all the lazy moments crept, 

And every paſſion, fluggiſh ſlept ; 

I wiſh'd for love's inſpiring pains, 

To rouze the loiterer in my veins. 

Fir officious power my cal attends, 

He who uncalF'& his faccour lends ; 

And with a faule of wanton fpite, 

He gave Camilla to my fight. 
Her look, her air, her manner pleaſe ; 
Or ſeen, in her they pleaſe me more ;. 
And ſoon, too foon, alas! I find 
The virtues of a nobler Rind. 


Now cheerful ſprings the morning ray, 
Now cheerful finks the cloſing day; 
For every morn with her I walk d, 
And every eve with her I talk'd ; 
With her I lik'd the vernal bloom, 
With her I lik'd the crouded room ; 
From her at night I went with pain, 
And long'd for morn to meet again. 


How quick the ſmiling moments paſs, 
Thro' varying fancy's magic glaſs! 
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7 CLARIS SA. 
[ By the Same. ] 


7 WAS when the friendly ſhade of night, 
And on the various world beſtows, 
With gen'rous wine the glaſs was crown'd, 
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Clariſſa came to hleſs the feaſt, 
Not ſuch ſhe look'd as when by day 
dhe blazes in the diamond's ray; 
And adding to each gem a grace, 
Gives India's wealth the ſecond place, 
But ſoft-reclin'd in carelefs eaſe, 
Mare pleaſing, leſs intent to pleaſe. 
Looſe flow'd her hair in wanton pride, 
Her robe unbound, her zone unty'd ; 
Half bare to view her milk-white breaſt, 
A flender vail ſcarce ſhades the reſt ; 
Her eye with ſparkling luſtre glows, 
And wit in ſweeteſt accent flows. 


No ſooth'd the angel's voice I hear, 
And drink in love at either ear ; 
While our eyes meet with blended rays ; 


0 And 


No cheek to glow with 
No breaſt to heave in am'rous play, 
No limbs to twine, no hands to ſtray 
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But ſluggiſh preſs the joyleſs bed, 
And lie in cold indi rence dead; 
The fragrance of thy balmy lip ! 
To ſhare with him the lover's part, 
Were rank adultery of the heart. 


But if in chaſter love's deſpite 
Warm nature catch the known delight ; 
While fierce deſires tumultuous riſe, 

And rapture melts thy cloſing eyes; 

Ah! be thoſe joys for me deſign d, 

And let me ruſh upon thy mind 

To me the burning kiſs impart, 

For me unlock the nectar' d ftore, 

Then figh, and dream the tranſport o'er ! 


Thus with her lov'd idea fraught, 
Deluſive fancy charms my thought; 
Willing I hug the dear deceit ; 

And all I fondly wiſh believe ; 
Nor envy to a huſband's arms, 
The dull fruition of her charms. 


But when regardleſs of my truth, 
She fmiles on ſome more favour'd youth ; 
And while he whiſpers in her ears, 
With more than wonted pleaſure hears ; 
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My jealous thought his voice ſupplies 
And reads perdition in her eyes. 
Then torn with envy, love, and hate, 
I wiſh her with her wedded mate. 
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[By the S.] 


EPIGRAM I. 

Lov'd thee beautiful and kind, 

Aud plighted an eternal vow ; 
So alter'd are thy face and mind, 
Twere perjury to love thee now. 


EPIGRAM IH 

n 

Each day augments your proud diſdain ; 
"Twas then enough to break my heart, 
And now, thank heav'n ! to break my chain. 
Ceaſe, thou ſcorner, ceaſe to ſhun me 
Now let love and hatred ceaſe ! 
Half that rigour had undone me, 
All that rigour gives me peace. 


EPIGRAM II. 
1 thought I could not live without you ; 
Now we have liv'd three months aſunder, 
How I liv'd with you us the 


EPIG RAIN 
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EPIGRAM VV. 
an the Buſts of Engliſs wworthies, at Stow, 
MONG theſe chiefs of Britiſh race, 
Why has not CoBran's buſt a place? 


EPIGRAM V. 
— and with freedom well 
She never repented an idle word faid. 

Securely ſhe ſmiles on the forward and bold, 

They feel what they owe her, and feel it untold. 


EPIGRAM VI. 
YE on ! while my revenge ſhall be, 
| VL To ſpeak the very truth of thee. 


| EPIGRAM VII. 
Swore I lov'd, and you believ'd, _ 
Vet, truſt me, we were both deceiv'd ; 
Tho” all I ſwore was true. | 
7 lov'd one gen'rous, good, and kind, 
A form created in my mind ; 


EPIGRAM 
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EPIGRAM Vil The 
On one who firſt abuſed and then made love to 4 Ladr; 
: The noble———&ar'd aſperſe. 

But when he ſaw her well beſpatter d, = (5 4 
Her reputation ſtain d and tatter d; 
He gaz 'd and lov'd the hideous elf, 
She look ' d fo very like himſelf. 
True ſung the bard well known to fame, 


EPIGRAM IX. 

Q who in ſecret yields her heart, 

kJ Again may claim it from her lover; 
But ſhe who plays the trifler's part, 

Can ne'er her ſquander'd fame recover. 
Then grant the boon for which I pray! 
Tis better lend than throw away. 


EPIGRAM X. 
thought a wild profuſion great, 
And therefore ſpent his whole eftate. 
W1Lz thinks the wealthy are ador'd, 
And gleans what miſers bluſh to hoard : 
Their paſſion, merit, fate the ſame, 
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ſhe Dancrr of Writing VERSE. 
An EPISTLE. 


OU aſk me, fir, why thus by phantoms aw d, 
Na kind occaſion tempts the muſe abroad? 
To fame regardleſs ſleeps the youthful heart. 


Twou'd wrong your judgment, ſhou'd I fairly fay 
Jitruſt or weakneſs caus'd the cold delay; 

That rouſe the critic, but eſcape the friend; 

ay which, tho” dreadful when the foe purſues, 
You'd paſs, and ſmile, and ſtill provoke the muſe. 


et, ſpite of all you think, or kindly feign, 
My hand will tremble while it graſps the pen. 
for not in this, like other arts, we try ; 
Dur light excurſions in a ſummer fy, 

o caſual flights the dang'rous trade admits, 

kit wits once authors, are for ever wits. 

The fool in proſe, like earth's unwieldy fon, 

y oft riſe vig'rous, tho" he's oft o'erthrown ; 


Th 


One 
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What wilt avail, that unmatur'd by years, 
My eaſy numbers pleas'd your partial ears, 
If now condemn d, my riper lays muſt bear 
The wiſe man's cenſure, and the critic's ſneer ? 
Or, ſtill more hard, ev'n where he's valu'd moſt, 
The man mult ſuffer, if the poet's loſt; 
For wanting wit, be totally undone, 
And barr'd all arts, for having fail'd in one. 
When fears like theſe his ſerious thoughts engage, 
No bugbear phantom curbs the poet's rage; 
"Tip SO IO > he: II'S Sola, j 
Sends a long look, and Coat her wings ba vein. } 


But grant, for once, th' officious muſe has ſhed 
Her gentleſt influence on his infant head. 
Let fears lie vanquiſh'd, and reſounding fame 
Give to the bellowing blaft the poet's name. 
And fee ! diſtinguiſh'd from the croud he moves, 
Each finger marks him, and each eye approves ! 
Secure, as Halcyons brooding o'er the deep, 
The waves roll g-ntly, and the thunders ſleep, 
Obſequious nature binds the tempeſt's wings, 
And pleas'd attention liſtens whilſt he fings ! 


O bliſsful tate! O more than human joy 
What ſhafts can reach him, or what cares annoy ? 
What cares, my friend ? why all that man can know, 
Oppreſs'd with real, or with fancy'd woe, 


Rude 
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To climes unknown, ban Kive'd te te, | 
No more eternal ſprings around him breatl 
Black air ſcowls o'er him, deadly damps beneath : 
Each varying ſeaſon of the poet's year; 
Flatt'ry's full beam, detraction's wintry ſtore, 


x It ne er deſcends to trifle with n hind. 
Nen and free ?—they fnd the ſecret cauſe 
1 h vanity, and courts the world's applauſe. 
Nay, tho" he ſpeak not, ſomething fill is ſeen, 
Lich change of face betrays a fault within. 
i grave, dis ſpleen ; he ſmiles but to deride ; 
Led downright aukwardnefs in kim is pride. 
os muſt he ſteer thro” fame's uncertain ſeas, 
Now ſunk by cenſure, and now puff d by praiſe ; 
Contempt with envy ſtrangely mix'd endure, 
» ear d where careſs d, and jealous tho' ſecure. 


— Gs 


6 thinking all mankind muſt like their wit; 

and the grand buſineſs of the world ſtand fill 

lo liſten to the dictates of their quill. 

Hurt if they fail, and yet how few ſucceed, 

Mars born in leiſure men of leaſure read: 

ind half of thoſe have ſome peculiar whim 

heir teſt of ſenſe, and read but to condemn. 
Vor. I, b K Beſides, 
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| Beſides, on parties now our fame depends, 
And frowns or ſmiles, as theſe are foes or friends. 
Wit, judgment, nature join; you ſtrive in vain; 
Tis keen invective ſtamps the current ftrain. 
Fix d to one fide, like Homer's Gods, we fight, 
Theſe always wrong, and theſe for ever right. 
And would you chule to fee your friend, refign'd 
Embroil'd in factions, hurl with dreaded ſkill 
The random vengeance of his deſp rate quill ? 
Gainſt pride in man with equal pride declaim, 
And hide ill nature under virtue's name ? 

Or, deeply vers'd in flattery's wily ways, 

Flow in full reams of undiſtinguiſh'd praiſe ? 
To vice's grave, or folly's buſt bequeath 

The bluſhing trophy, and indignant wreath ? 
Like Egypt's priefts, bid endlefs temples riſe, 
And people with earth's peſts th” offended ſkies ? 


The muſe of old her native freedom knew, 

And wild in air the ſportive wand'rer flew ; 

On worth alone her bays eternal ſtrow d, 

And found the heroe, ere ſhe hymn'd the God. 
Nor leſs the chief her kind ſupport return d, 
No drooping muſe her flighted labours mourn'd; 
But ſtretch d at cafe ſhe prun'd her growing wings, 
By ſages honour'd, and advanc'd by kings. 


Er'y 


Qui neſcit qualia demens 
LEgyptus portenta * ? cracodilon adorat. 
Juv. Sat. 15 
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den knowing Greece confeſs d her early claim, 


and warlike Latium caught the gen'rous flame. 
dot ſo our age regards the tuneful tongue, 

Xo Varus liſtens whilſt the groves reſound, 

Fn thoſe who moſt the muſe's charms admire, 
Nou d ſcorn th' aſſiſtance of fo weak a fire. 

They aſk not fame precarious lays can give, 

her ry breaſt their treaſur d forms ſhall live; 
Their widely blazon'd deeds themſelves rehearſe. 
W 


Yet let ev n theſe be taught in myſtic hows 
; verſe alone arreſts the wings of time. 


Faſt to the thread of life, annex'd by fame, 
ſculptur d medal bears each human name. 
Jer Lethe's ſtreams the fatal threads d I 


5 e glitt ring medal trembles as they bend; 
e birds of rumour catch it as it falls; 
while from bill to bill the trifle's toſt, 

d. 


r 

gn'd to Phœbus, catch the favour d name, 

| 

o where bright Fame's eternal altars rife. 

Is there the muſe's friends true laurels wear, 

5 reigns, ans greet ] 
there. 


on 
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But why round patrons climb th' ambitious bay: ? 
Is intereſt then the ſordid ſpur to praiſe ? 
Shall the ſame cauſe, that prompts the chatt ring jay 
To aim at words, inſpire the poet's lay? 
And is there nothing in the boaſted claim 
Of living labours and a deathleſs name? 
The pictur d front, wich ſacred fillets bound? 
The ſculptur d buſt with laurels wreath d around? 
The annual roſes ſcatter d o'er his urn, | 
And tears to flow from poet's yet unborn ? 


IIluſtrious all! but ſure, to merit theſe, 
Demands at leaſt the poet's learned eaſe. 
Say, can the bard attempt what's truly great, 
That pants in fecret for his future fate ? 
Him ſerious toils, and humbler arts engage, 
To make youth eaſy, and provide for age; 
While loſt in ſilence hangs his uſeleſs lyre, 
And tho from heav'n it came, faſt dies the ſacred fre. 
Burſts ev'ry bond, reſiſtleſs in its courſe, 

Yet lives the man, how wild ſoe er his aim, 
Would madly barter fortune's ſmiles for fame 
Or diſtant hopes of future eaſe forego, 
For all the wreaths that all the nine beſtow ? 
Well pleas'd to ſhine, thro' each recording page, 
The hapleſ Dryden of a ſhameleſs age? 


11t-fated bard! where-e'er thy name appears, 
The weepivg verſe a fad memei. to bears. 


* Perfius. 


5 
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Ah ! what avail'd th enormous blaze between 
Thy dawn of glory, and thy cloſing ſcene! 
When ſink ing nature aſks our kind repairs, 
Unſtrung the nerves, and ſilver d o'er the hairs ; 
When ſtay d reflection comes uncall'd at laſt, 
And grey experience counts each folly paſt, 
Untun'd and harſh the ſweeteſt ſtrains appear, 


Tis true the man of verſe, tho' born to ills, 
Too oft deſerves the very fate he feels. 
When, vainly frequent at the great man's board, 
He ſhares in ev'ry vice with ev'ry lord; 
Makes to their taſte his ſober ſenſe ſubmit, 
And gainſt his reaſon madly arms his wit; 
Heav'n but in juſtice turns their ferious heart 
To ſcorn the wretch, whoſe life belies his art. 


He, only he, ſhou'd haunt the muſe's grove, 
Whom youth might rev'rence and grey hairs approve; 
Whilſt virtue's lore adorns his decent tongue, 

Pure as his breaft, and as his numbers ſtrong. 
For him wou'd PLaTo change their gen'ral fate, 


Curs'd be their verſe, and blaſted all their bays, 
Whoſe ſenſual lure th unconſcious ear betrays ; 
Waunds the young breaſt, ere virtue ſpreads her ſt.icl l, 
And takes, not wins, the ſcarce diſputed field, 

Tho” ſpecious rhet'rick each looſe thought refine, 
Tho” muſic charm'd in ev'ry labour'd line, 
K 3 The 
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The dang'rous verſe, to full perfection grown, 
Bavius might bluſh, and QuazLes diſdain to own. 


Shou'd ſome Macnaon, whoſe ſagaeious ſoul 
Frac'd bluſhing nature to her inmoſt goal, 
Skill d in each drug the varying world providee, 
All earth emboſoms, and all oecan hides, 
Nor cooling herb, nor healing balm ſupply, 
Eaſe the ſwoln breaſt, or cloſe the languid eye; 
But, exquiſitely ill, awake diſeaſe, 
And arm with poifons ev'ry baleful breeze: 
What racks, what tortures muſt his crimes demandl 
The more than Boxc1a of a bleeding land! 
And is leſs guilty he, whoſe ſhameleſs page, 
Not to the preſent bounds its ſubtil rage, 
But ſpreads cont: gion wide, and ſtains a future age! 


Forgive me, Sir, that thus the moral train, 
With indignation warm'd, rejects the rein; 
Nor think I rove regardleſs of my theme, 
"Tis hence new dangers clog the paths to fame. 
Not to themſelves alone fuch bards confine 

 Fame's juft reproach for virtue's injur d ſhrine : 
Profan'd by them, the muſe's laurels fade, 
Her voice neglected, and her fame decay d. 
And the ſon's ſon muſt feel the father's crime, 
A curſe entail'd on all the race that rhyme. 
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New cares appear, new terrors ſwell the train 
And muſt we paint em ere we cloſe the ſcene 7 
Say, muſt the muſe th' unwilling taſk purſue, 
And to compleat her dangers mention you? 


le, 
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Yes yau, my friend, and thoſe whoſe kind regard 
With partial fondneſs views this humble bard : 
Ev'n you he dreads. Ah! kindly ceaſe to raiſc 
Unwilling cenſure by exacting praiſe. 
Juſt to itſelf the jealous world will claim 
A right to judge ; to give, or cancel fame. 
And, if th” officious zeal unbounded flows, 
The friend too partial is the worſt of foes. 


* Behold th ATuzxran ſage, whoſe piercing mnd 
Had trac'd the wily lab'rinths of mankind, 

When now condemn'd, he leaves I's it fant care 
To all thoſe evils man is born to bear. 

Not to his friends alone the charge he yields, 
But nobler hopes on juſter motives builds ; 

Bids e en his foes their future ſteps attend, 

And dare to cenſure, if they dar d ofend. 

Would thus the poet truft his offspring forth, 

— bloom d our BaIlTrAIN with ATHENIAN worth ; 
ou'd the brave foe th imperfett work engage 
8 not with partial rage, 


What juſt productions might the world furprize ! 


What other Por Es what other Maxos riſe ! 


But fince by foes, or friends, alike deceiv'd, 
Too little thoſe, and theſe too much bęliev d; 
ns the fame face punters by Gif rene way: 85 
Undone by cenſure, or undone by praiſ 
Since bards themſelves ſubmit to vicx's rule, 
And party-feuds grow high, and patrons col; 
Since. 


{ 200 ] 
Since, ſtill unnam'd, unnumber'd ills behind 
Riſe black in air, and only wait the wind : 

Let me, O let me, ere the tempeſt roar, 
Catch the firſt gale, and make the neareſt ſhore ; 
In ſacred ſilence join th' inglorious train, | 
Where humble peace, and ſweet contentment reign; | 
If not thy precepts, thy example own, 
And ſteal thro” life, not uſeleſs, tho” unknown. 


nnn... 


To Mr. GARRICK. 
[Py the Same.) 


FAN old Pannassvs, t'other day, 
The Muſes met to fing and play; 

Apart from all the reſt were ſeen 

Engag d, perhaps, in deep debate 

On Ricn's, or on FLEETwood's fate. 

When, on a ſudden, news was brought 

That GaxRIck had the patent got, 

And both their ladyſhips again 

Might now return to Drury-lane. 

They bow'd, they ſimper d, and agreed 

They wiſh'd the project might ſucceed, 

Twas very poſſible, the caſe 

Was likely too, and had a face— 

A face! TrarLra titt'ring ery d, 

And cou'd her joy no longer hide ; 

Why, ſiſter, all the world muſt ſee 

How much this makes for you and me : 


[ 201 } 
No longer now ſhall we expoſe ' 
Our unbought goods to empty rows, 
Or meanly be oblig'd to court, 
From foreign aid a weak ſupport ; 
Shall teem with births of Harlequin; 
The inſults of the dancer's heel. 
Such idle traſh we'll kindly fpare 
To operas now—they'll want them there, 
| For Sadler's-Wells, they fav, this year 


Pugh, you're a wag, the buſkin'd prude 
Reply d, and ſmil d, beſides tis rude 
To laugh at foreigners, you know, 
And triumph o'er a vanquiſh'd foe : 
For my part, I ſhall be content 
If things ſucceed as they are meant ; 
And ſhould not be diſpleas'd to find 
Some changes of the tragic kind. 
And fay, Twaiia, mayn't we hope 
The ſtage will take a larger ſcope ? 
Shall he whoſe all-expreſlive powers 


Can reach the heights that SHarsLPEARE ſoars, 


Deſcend to touch an humbler key 
And tickle ears with poetry ; 
Where every tear is taught to flow 
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To pierce, to cleave, to tear the heart, 
Whatever name delight thy ear, 

Ornrrro, Ricuarnd, Hanier, LEA, 
O undertake my juſt defence; 

And baniſh all but nature hence! 

See, to thy aid with ſtreaming eyes 

The fair afflicted CoxsTance thes ; 

Now wild as winds in madneſs tears 

Hen heaving breaſts, and fcatter'd hairs ; 
With all the conſcious pride of grief. 
My PzrTC#arzD, tooin HauLetT's queen— 

Here ſtap'd her ſhort, and, with a ſneer, 

My Parcs, if you pleaſe, my dear! 
But ſurely mine's her proper dreſs ; 

And native ſpirit, born to pleaſe ; 

Wink all Man 1a's charms engage, 


Or Mirwoon's arts, or Toucuwood's rage, 


Thro' every foible trace the fair, 
To charnt in foreſts unconſn d 
The wilder notes of Ros AL In Db. 


O thou, where e er you fix your praiſe, 


 Ravre, Daucokx, Fan, Ranctr, Bars 


O join with her in my behalf, 
And teach an audience when to laugh. 
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So ſhall buffoons with ſhame repair 
To draw in fools at Smithfield fair, 
Tho Farsrarr ſhou'd forſake the ſtage. 


She ſpoke. Mrronzxx reply d, 
And much was ſaid on either ſide; 
And many a chief, and many a fair 
Were mention d to their eredit there. 
But I'll not venture to difplay 
What goddeſſes think fit to ſay. 
However, Garrick, this at leaſt 
Appears by both a truth eonfeſs' d, 
That their whole fate for many a year 


Where no indigrant blok might rife, 
Nor wit be taught to plead for vice; 
But every young attentive ear 
Imbibe the precepts, living there. 
And every unexperienc'd breaſt 
There feel it's own rude hints exprefs'd, 
And, waken'd by the glowing ſcene, 


A few ſhert rules will guide you right. 


8 


a4] 
Conſult your own good ſenſe in all, 
Be deaf to faſhion's fickle call, 
Nor e'er deſcend from reaſon's laws 
To court what you command, applauſe. 


* 


The You TH and the PRIIOSOr HIER. 
A FABLE. 


A Grecian Youth, of tatents rare, 
Whom Plato's philoſophic care 
Had form d for virtue s nobler view, 

By precept and example too, 

Wou d often boaſt his matchleſs kill, 

To curb the ficed and guide the wheel. 
And as he paſs d the gazing throng, 
Wich graceful eaſe, and ſmack d the thong, 
The idiot wonder they expreſs d 
Was praiſe and tranſport to his breaſt. 


At length quite vain, he needs wou d ſhgw 
His maſter what his art cou d do; 
And bade his ſlaves the chariot lead 
To Academus' facred ſhade. 
The bli | . . feſs'd its fi ht 
The wood-nymphs ſtartled at the ſight, 
The muſes drop the learned lyre, 
And to their inmoſt ſhades retire ! 


Howe'er, the youth with forward air, 
Bows to the ſage, and mounts the car. 
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And gath'ring crouds with eager eyes, 
And ſhouts, purſue him as he flies. 


Triumphant to the goal return'd, 
With nobler thirſt his boſom burn d; 
And now along th' indented plain, 
The ſelf- ſame track he marks again, 


_  Amazement ſeia d the circling croud ; 
The youths with emulation glow'd, 

Ev'n bearded fages hail'd the boy, 

And all, but Plato, gaz'd with joy, 

For he, deep-judging ſage, beheld 

With pain the triumphs of the field ; 

And when the charioteer drew nigh, 

And fluſh'd with hope, had caught his eye. 
Alas! unhappy youth, he cry d, 
eee 


On vulgar arts beneath thy care, 
If well employ d, at leſs expence, 

Had taught thee honour, virtue, ſenſe, 
And rais'd thee from a coachman's fate 
To govern men, aul guide the ſtate. 
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The Ye ne ſeai Qu. 
A 8s ON G. 
[By the Same.) 


| I. 

ES, I'm in love, I feel it now, 
And CzL1a has undone me; 
And yet I'll fwear I can't tell how 

The pleaſing plague ftole on me. 

n 
"Tis not her face that love creates, 

For there no graces revel ; 

"Tis not her ſhape, for there the fates: 

Have rather been uncivil. 

III. 
There's nothing more than common ;: . 
And all her ſenſe is only chat,. 
Like any other woman. 
IV. 
Her voice, her touch might give th' alarm— 

"Twas both perhaps, or neither ; 

In ſhort twas that provoking charm 


A PIPE 


IPE 
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A f 
PIPE Of TOBACCO: 
In Imitation of 
Six SEVERAL Au rnoks. 


IMIT ATI O . 
A New-Year' s O D E. 


REciTATIvVE. 
L D battle-array, big with horror is fled, 
And olive-rob'd peace again lifts. up her head. 
Sing, ye Muſes, Tosa cco, the bleſſing of peace; 
Was ever a nation ſo bleſſed as this? 
AIX. 
When ſummer ſuns grow red with heat, 
Tezxcco tempers Phœbus' ire, 
When wintry ſtorms around us beat, 
Topacce chears with gentle fire. 
In thy praiſes jointly ſing. 
REciTaTivo. 
Like Narrunz, CSA guards "WES "IO feete, 
Fraught with Tozacco's balmy ſweets; 
Old Ocean trembles at BuITANxIa's pow'r, 


And Boks as is afraid to roar. 
AIR. 


Happy mortal! he who knows 
Pleaſure which a Pryz beftows ;. 
Curling eddies climb the room, 


Wafting round a mild perfume. 


A1 


2081 


REI TATIVVO. 


Let foreign climes the vine and orange boaſt, 
While waſtes of war deform the teeming coaſt; 
BziTanx1a, diſtant from each hoſtile ſound, 
Enjoys a Piyx, with eaſe and freedom crown d; 
E'en reſtleſs faction finds itſelf moſt free, 
Or if a ſlave, a flave to liberty. 


AIX. 

Smiling years that gayly run, 
Round the Zodiac with the fun, 
Tell, if ever you have ſeen 

Realms fo quiet and ſerene. 


IMITATION I. 


I Charmer of an idle hour, 
Object of my warm deſire, 
Lip of wax, and eye of fire: 
And thy ſnowy taper waiſt, 
With my finger gently brac'd ;. 
And thy pretty ſwelling creſt, 
With my little topper preſt, 


ITT LE tube of mighty pow'r, 


* 
26% 
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And the ſweeteſt bliſs of bliſſes, 
Breathing from thy balmy kitics. 
Happieſt he of happy men; 
Who when agen the night returns, 
When agen the taper burns; 
When agen the cricket's gay, 
(Little cricket, full of play) 
Can afford his tube to feed 
With the fragrant Ixprax weed: 
Pleaſure for a noſe divine, 
Incenſe of the god of wine. 
Happy thrice, and thrice agen, 
Happieſt he of happy men. 


IMITATION II. 
Thou, matur'd by glad Heſperian ſuns, 
Toszacco, fountain pure of limpid truth, 
Swarms all the mind; abſorpt is yellow care, 
And at each puff imagination burns. 
Flaſh on thy bard, and with exalting fires 
Touch the myſterious lip that chaunts thy praiſe, 
In ſtrains to mortal ſons of earth unknown. 
Behold an engine, wrought from tawny mines 
Of ductile clay, with plaſtic virtue form'd, 
And glaz'd magnific o'er, I grafp, I fill. 


From PzToT#EKE with pungent pow'rs perfum'd, 


Itſelf one tortoiſe all, where ſhines imbib'd 
Each parent ray ; then rudely ram'd illume, 
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Mark'd with Gobſonian lore ; forth iſſue clouds, 
And many-mining fires : I all the while, 
Lolling at eaſe, inhale the breezy balm. 
But chief, when Bacchus wont with thee to join, 
Oh be thou ftill my great inſpirer, thou | 
My muſe ; oh fan me with thy zephyrs boon, 
While If in clouded tabernacle ſhrin d. 
Busft forth all eracle and myſtic ſong. 


IMITATION VV. 
ITICES avaunt; Tosacco is my theme: 
Tremble like hornets at the blaſting ſteam. 
And you, court-inſefts, flutter not too near 
Its light, nor buzz within the ſcorching ſphere. 
Por To, with flame like thine, my verſe inſpire, 
So ſhall the muſe from ſmoke elicit fire. 
Coxcombs prefer the tickling ſting of ſnuff; 
Yet all their claim to wiſdom is—a puff: 

Lord FoyLin ſmokes not—for his teeth afraid: 
Sir Tawpzy ſmokes not—for he wears brocade. 
Ladies, when pipes are brought, affect to ſwoon ; 


They love no ſmoke, except the ſmoke of town; 


But courtiers hate the puffing tribe, — no matter, 


Strange if they love the breath that cannot flatter: 


Its foes but ſhew their ignorance ; can he 


| Who ſcorns the leaf of knowledge, love the tree 


The tainted templar (more prodigious yet) 
Rails at Tozacco, tho it makes him—ſpit. 


CrTR 054 
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CrTRONta vows it has an odious ſtink ; 
She will not fmoke (ye gods) - but ſhe will drink : 
And chaſte PxupeLLa (blame her if you can) 
Says, pipes are us'd by that vile creature Man : 
Yet crouds remain, who ſtill its worth proclaim, 
While ſome for pleaſure ſmoke, and fome for fame : 
Fame, of our actions univerſal ſpring, 


For which we drink, eat, lleep, ſmoke, ev'ry thing. 


IMITATION V. 
To templars modeſty, to parfons fenic : 
So raptur'd priefts, at fam's Dopoxa's ſhrine 
Drank inſpiration from the ſteam divine. 
Poiſon that cures, a vapour that affords 
Content, more ſolid than the ſmile of lords: 
Reft to the weary, to the hungry food, 
The laſt kind refuge of the W1sz and Good. 
Inſpir d by thee, dull Cits adjuft the ſcale | 
Of Europe's peace, when other ſtateſmen fail. 
By thee protected, and thy ſiſter, beer, 
Poets rejoice, nor think the bailiff near. 
Nor leſs the critic owns thy genial aid, 
While ſupperleſs he plies the piddling trade. 
What tho” to love and ſoft delights a foe, 
By ladies hated, hated by the beau, 
Yet ſocial freedom, long to courts unknown, 
Fair health, fair truth, and virtue are thy own. 
Come to thy poet, come with healing wings, 
And let me taſte thee unexcis d by kings. 
| IMITA- 


TY 


IMITATION VI. 


And bid the vicar be my gueſt : 

Let all be plac'd in manner due, 

A pot wherein to ſpit or ſpue, 

And London Journal, and Free-Briton, 

Of uſe to light a pipe, or 

S SS SS DD ee 
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By troopers, ſhall be my retreat: 

Who cannot flatter, bribe, betray ; 

Who cannot write or vote for *. 

Far from the vermin of the town, 

Doze o'er a pipe, whoſe vapour bland 

In ſweet oblivion lulls the land; 

Of all which at Vienna paſſes, 

As ignorant as * Braſs is: 

And ſcorning raſcals to careſs, 

Extol the days of good Queen Brss, 
When firſt Tosacco bleſt our iſle, 

Then think of other Queens—and ſmile, 
The merry catch, the madrigal, 
That echoes fweet in City Hall ; 
The Parſon's pun, the ſmutty tale 
Of country juſtice o'er his ale. 


OY! bring an oance of Fazemar's bef, 
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I aſk not what the French are doing, 
Or Spain to compaſs Britain's ruin : 
Britons, if undone, can go, 
Where Tosacco loves to grow. 


„ 


1 


The Txiumen of INDIFFERENCE. 
2 
HANKS, dear coquet! indulgent cheat ! 
At length have ſet me free: 
No more I figh, and doat, and pine, 
All eaſe without, and calm within, 
In peace and liberty. 
| H. 
Cupid no more has power to ſcorch, 
Time fure has robb'd him of his torch, 
Ne'er was a cooler creature : | 
That name no more has ſuch eclat, 
No more my heart goes pit-a-pat 

At fight of each dear feature. 

III. 

I ſleep at night, and ſometimes dream, 
Nor you the fond vexatious theme; 
I wake, nor think about you: 
meet, I leave you, meet again, 
But feel no mighty jay or pain, 

O with you, or without you. 


IV. Now 
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Now with indifference I chat 
Of eyes, lips, bubbies, and all that, 
And laugh at former follies : 
What eye ſo keen! what lips fo fweet ! 
What ſkin ſo ſoſt as Molly's ! 
Wo 


Yeu practiſe on complying hearts; 
They're all in vain, believe me : 


Yet ftill (for I am quite ſincere) 
You're mighty pretty—true, my dear, 
| But, like your pretty ſex, 
You've here and there, and now and then 
A failing ; for like other men, 
I now can ſpy defects. 

| 5 VIII. | 
Yet once with coward fondneſs curs'd, 
My poor weak heart I fear'd would burſt 


= 0 *, 
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3 


Fond female vanity ks. 


A heart that's hankering fiill: 
This paſſion ſo proclaim d in ſong, 
Does it not touch the will? 
— * 
Lovers like ſoldiers, Molly, dwell 
Wich pleaſure on the horrid tale, 
When all the danger's o'er : 
uf Like other ſlaves from fetters free, 
We ſmile with anxious joy, to ſee 
The chains which once we wore. 
XII. 
In kind indulgence to a heart, 
Engag d in fo ſevere a part, 
This ſweet revenge I write: 
Rail, weep, be woman all, for L 
Lull'd in indifference, defy 
Your fondneſs or your ſpite. 


At 
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XII. | 
A frail falſe maid I loſt, but you 
A man, fond, generous, and true ; 
Which fortune is the wort ? 
Try all love's mighty empire round, 
A faithful lover's ſeldom found ; 
A jilt's a common curſe. 


| 


R ID DDI. E. 
[By Mr. ——] 


1 the cloſe covert of the ſhady 

— 

One ſummer's day it was my chance to rove, 

Where, ſhrouded from the ſun's too ſcorching ray, 

Stretch d at her eaſe, half-ſlumbering Cloe lay. 

Occafion ſo inviting who could miſs ? 

Softly I ſtole, and fnatch'd a ſudden kiſs. 

Startled at firſt, the riſing bluſh diſplay d 

The quick reſentment of the ruffled maid : 

Lively diſplay'd—for ſoon it over paſt ; 

Such bluſhing anger never long did laſt! 

Quick reconcilement muſt to rage ſucceed, 

Submiſſive looks my pardon ſoon obtain d, 

And pardon d love as ſoon new boldneſs gain d. 

Long time entranc'd with the alternate play; 

Till warn'd, too ſoon, by envious night, we part 

The thrilling joy ſtill flutters round my heart; 
| Thought 


| | Trey] 
On faney's lip fill cleaves the rapt'rous kifs. 


But mark the ſad effects of cafual love, 

A fix'd compoſure on her brow ſhe wears ; 

A lovely twin in either hand ſhe held; 
Theſe fruits you planted in the ſhady grove. 


Soft as the downy bloom on Cloe's cheek, 
zady smooth as the poliſh'd ivory of her neck, 
rw coeur, 
Heedleſs what cenſures ſtrait- lac d prudes might 


Compliant to my forming hand they grew. 
And with their fize encreas d obedience due. 
Fith ev'ry motion, ev'ry beck, conſent ; 
Whate'er I want, they reach with ready hand, 
Where-e'er I go, they wait at my command. 
While by my fide the other wanton plays ; 

Now this my hand embraces, t'other free, 
Lakes his full (wing, and plays at liberty. 
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Betore me hand m hand ſometimes they move, 
Emblems of Friendſhip, and united love ; 
Sometimes behind my leading ſteps they tract 
Still cloſely knit in brotherly embrace; 

Anon on either ſide as guards attend, 
At once adorn me, and at once defend. 


Thus fill all cheriſh my declining age; 
And when th” appointed hour of fate ſhall come, 

"They'll follow ſtill attendant on my tomb. 

More laſting far than man's ſoon- fading breath, 

Their love extends beyond the vale of death; 

They'll hang for ever o'er my much-lov'd buſt, 

Till they themſelves, like me, are turn d to duſt. 


— R 1 „ 


F 
— —Mortalis in * Ye 
Yuodgue caput, waltu mutabilis, albus an ater. Unc 


{ By tie Same.] 


RN from the fruitful ſpot on which I grew 

Me innocent unaumber'd pains purſue ; 
Pins more afflicting, as from man they flow, 
From parent man! for birth to man I owe. 
Sometimes aſunder ſplit from end to end; . 
In boiling cauldrons now immers'd I lie, uit 
Now cm'd the rage of drying fires to try: 


"The! 


There while in ws Hon 

| | double | „ | | 
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Laſt their ßerce hate its utmoſt effort 

with of Sutathn cated fathe. 
— ————— 


, re ogg 
— fix d conſtancy I bear my doom ; 
conſtancy at laſt will overcome. 
From all my tryals I return at length, 


My worth encreas'd, 

my beauty, and my ſtrengtk. 
| — thas in torment dic | | 
4 In ſainted ſtate more glorious to ariſe. 

And now I re-affame my native ſtate, 

My torturers beneath their burden ſweat, 
Slaves in their turn to me, and think it pride 
If on their ſubject necks I deign to ride. 


N 47 og 

1 g'd by honours, as unmov'd pai 
art pa n 
3 bleſſings on his parent head ; 

0 and him fall with fond embraces dne 
* 
pes c'er till he to reſt 
SP 


Drage. 
: uit myſelf to every different ſtate. 
L 2 
"Phe! 


With prieſt in whitiſh dreſs array d I ſhine, 
Emblem of purity and truth divine. 

His folemn face the doctor owes to me, 

His folemn face, to which he owes his fee. 

At bench, or bar, I add a dignity 

To th' upright ſentence, or rhetoric plea ; 
Hence without me no judge explains the laws, 
Nor coifed council pleads the puzling cauſe ; 
In fulleſt floods my bounty ſhow'rs on them 
Profuſe, deſcending to the garment's hem. 
Gorgeous in ſilken garb I grace the beau; 
And alt around ambrofial fragrance throw ; 
Nor lefs decorous, tho with duſt o'erſpread, 
When to the camp the valiant warriors lead, 
Gorgonian terrors to each mein I add, 
— — ID. 
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RK 1 D D L E. 
[By the Same.) 


Y ſize is large, my ſn pe's unccuth, 
I've neither limb nor feature; 
Men's hands have form d my ſkin fo ſmooth ; 
My guts were made by nature. 


Nor male nor female is my fex, 
You ll ſcarce belicve my troth ; 

For when I've told you all my tricks, 
You'll ſwear tmuſt needs be both. 


L 3 
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His wife I oft enjoy ; 
Vet ſhe's no whore, no cuckold he, | ' 
And true to both am I. 


They're neither coat nor gown ; 
Yet oft both men and maidens, when 
They're naked, have them on. 


When Fm upon my legs, I lie, 
Vet legs in truth I've none; 
And never am I ſeen fo high 

To riſe as when I'm down. 


And what my feet, my head ; 
And though I'm up, I have a knack 
Of being ſtill a bed. 


Lz A SON- 
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A SONNET. 


On the CANTOS of Srauszn's Fairy Quan, 
loft in the Paſſage from Ireland. 


O worth the man, who in ill hour aſſay d 
To tempt that weſtern frith with vent rous 
| keel, 

And ſeek what heav'n, regardful of our weal, 
Had hid in fogs, and night's eternal ſhade. 


Il-ftarr'd Hibernia ! well art thou appaid 
For all the woes, that Britain made thee feel 
By Henry's wrath, and Pembroke's conqu ring 

Who ſack d thy towns, and caſtles diſarray d: 


Thy plunder'd wealth, or liberties reſtrain d, 
Nor deem their victories thy loſs or ſhame ; 
Severe revenge on Britain in thy turn 
And ample ſpoils thy treach rous waves obtain'd, 
Which fank one half of Spenſer s deathleſs fame. 


— 


SONNET I. 
WF OUNG, fair, and good! ah why ſhould young 
and fair | 
And good be huddled in untimely grave? 
Muſt fo fweet flow'r ſo brief a period have, 
Jaſt bloom and charm, —___ 
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Yet our's the loſs, who ill alas can ſpare 
The bright example, which thy virtues gave; 
The guerdon thine, whom gracious heav'n did fave 
From longer trial in this vale of care. 


| Reſt then, ſweet faint, in peace and honor reſt, 

While our true tears bedew thy maiden hc:rt-, 

Light he the earth upon thy lovely breaſt; 
And let a grateful heart with grief oppreſs'd 

| To thy dear mem'ry conſecrate this verſe, 


SONNET m. 
To the Right Hon. 1, with the firegeiug 


SONNETS. 


HOU, who ſueceſſive in that honor d ſcat 
Prefid', the feuds of jarring Chiefs to ſwage, 
To check the boiſterous force of Party rage, 


Sometimes retiring from the toil of State, 
Thou turn ſt th inftruftive Greek or Roman page, 
Jung Or what our Britiſh Bards of later age 
In ſcarce inferior numbers can relate : 
L 4 Amid 
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Amid this feaſt of Mind, when Fancy's Child, 
Sweet SHAKESPEARE, Wraps the foul to virtuous 
When Syp3zcres warbling tune his Doric lays, | 

Or the firſt Man from Paradiſe exil'd 
Great Mix ron fings, can aught my ruſtic reed 
Preſume to ſound, that may deſerve thy praiſc 


= + 


An Epiſtle from a Swiss Ovvicts, 
TO-HIS 
FzarexnD at Rome. 


ROM horrid mountains ever hid in ſnow, 

; And barren lands, and dreary plains below; 

To you, dear fir, my beſt regards I fend, 

The weakeſt reas ner, as the trueſt friend. 

Your arguments, that vainly ftrive to pleaſe, 

Your arts, your country, and your palaces ; 
What figns of Roman grandeur ſtill remain 
Much you have ſaid ; and much have ſaid in vain. 
Fine pageants theſe for ſlaves, to pleaſe the eye; 
And put the neateſt dreſs on miſery! + 


| Bred up to flav'ry and diſſembled pain, 
Unhappy man ! you trifle with your chain: 
But ſhou'd your friend with your deſires comply, 
And fell himfelf to Rome and flavery ; 
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Or hide the noble anguiſh of his heart : 
You'd ſoon repent the livery you gave; 
For, truſt me, I ſhou'd make an aukward flave. 


Falſely you blame our barren rocks and plains, 
Happy in freedom and laborious fwains : 
Our peaſants chearful to the field repair, 
And can enjoy the labours of the year ; 


Sees for his haughty lord his harveſts riſe : 
Then filent fighs ; but flops his favith breath: 
He ent fighs ; for ſhould he ſpeak, tis death. 
Too much for want, for luxury too ſmall'; 
Whilſt all Campania's rich inviting ſoil 5 
Scarce knows the plowſhare, or the reaper's toil. 


In arms we breed our youth. To dart from far, 
And aim aright the thunder of the war ; 
To whirl the faulchion, and direct the blow; 
To ward the firoke, or bear upon the foe. 
Early in hardſhips thro” the woods they fly, 
Nor feel the piercing froſt, or wintry fy ; 
Some prowling wolf or foamy boar to meet, 
And ftretch the panting ſavage at their feet: 


Inur d by this, they ſeek a nobler war, 
And ſhow an honeſt pride in ev'ry ſcar ; 
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For well this univerſal truth you know, 
Who fights for tyrants is his country's foe. 


I envy not your arts, the Roman ſchools, 
Impror d, perhaps, but to inſlave your ſouls. 
May you to ſtone, or nerves or beauty give, 
And teach the ſoft'ning marble how to live; 
May you the paſſions in your colours trace, 
And work up every piece with every grace: 
In airs and attitudes be wond'rous wiſe, | 
And know the arts to pleaſe, or to furprize ; | 
In mukfic's foſteſt found confame the day, Z | 
Sounds that would melt the warrior's ſoul away : | 
Vain efforts theſe, an honeſt fame to raiſe; : 
Your painters, and your cunuchs, be your praiſe 
Grant us more real goods, ye heav'nly pow'rs ! ; 

4 
1 


Virtue, and arms, and liberty be ours. 


Weak are yours offers to the free and brave; 
No bribe, can purchaſe me to be a flave. 
Hear me, ye rocks, ye mountains, and ye plains, 
The happy bounds of our Helvetian ſwains ! | 
In thee, my country, will I fix my feat ; 
Nor envy the poor wretch, that would be great: 
My life and arms I dedicate to thee ; 
For, know, it is my intereſt to be free. = 
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The BEAUTIES. 


AnEryisTLeE to Mr. Echardt the Painter, 


ESPONDING artift, talk no more 
Of Beauties of the days of yore, 
Of Goddeſſes renown d in Greece 
And Zzuxis' compoſition-piece, 
Where every nymph that could at moſt 

Some ſingle grace or feature boaſt, 

To perfect the ideal form. 

"Twas CrxTm1a's brow, 'twas Le2nB14's eye, 
"Twas CLot's cheeks” vermilion dye; 
Roxana lent the noble air, 

Diſhevell' d flow'd AsPas14's hair, 

And Curm much too fondly preſ. d 

His mimic mother Tuais' breaſt. 


Antiquity, how poor thy uſc ! 
A fingle Venus to produce! 
Nor mind whatever Pliny writ ; 
Felibien and Freſnoy declaim, 
Who talk of Raphael's matchleſs Fame, 
Of Titian's tints, Corregio's grace, 
And Carlo's each Madonna face. 
As if no Beauties now were made, 

But Nature had forgot her trade, 
"Twas beauty guided Raphael's line 
From heavenly Women, ſtyl'd divine; 
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warm d old Titian's fancy too, hs 
And what he could not taſte he drew: 
Think you Devotion warm d his breaſt 
When Carlo with ſuch looks expreſs'd 
Fis virgins, that her vot'ries feel 
— Emotions —— not, I'm fure, of zeal ? 


In Britain's iſle obſerve the Fair, 
And curious chuſe your models there; 
Such patterns as ſhall raiſe your name 
To rival fweet Corregio's fame :. 
Each fingle piece ſhalt be a ret, 
And Zeuxis* patchwork be a jeſt ; 5 
Who ranſack d Greece, and cull d the age 
To bring one Goddeſs on the ſtage: 
On your each canvaſs we'll admire 
The charms of the whole heav'nly choir. 


Majeſtic Juno ſhall be ſeen 
In Hazver's glorious awful mien. 
Where + Frrznor moves, reſplendent Fair; 
Her ebon treſſes form'd to grace, 
And heighten while they ſhade her face: 
Such treops of martial youth around, 
Who court the Hand that gives the wound ; 
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* Miſe Harvey, now Mrs. Phipps. 
+ Lady Caroline Fitzroy, 
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"Tis Pallas, Pallas ſtands confefs'd, 
Tho * STaxzort's more than Paris ble d. 
So T CLEvELand ſhone in warlike pride, 

By Lin: pencil deify d: 

So 1 Gaarron, matchleſs dame, commands 
The faireft work of Kneller's hands : 

The blood that warm'd each amorous court, 
In veins as rich ſtill loves to ſport : 
And George's age beholds reſtor d, 
What William boaſted, Charles ador'd. 


For Venues the Trojan ne'er — 
Was half fo puzaled to declare: x 
Ten Queens of Beauty, fure I fee! 

Vet ſure the true is f Burner: 

Suck majeſty of youth and air, 

Vet modeſt as the village fair: 

Attracting all, indulging none, 

Her beauty like the glorious Sun 

Thron'd eminently bright above, pars 
Impartial warms the world to love. 5 
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wn her the light-difpenking Fair, af 

Whoſe beauty gilds the morning air, WI 

And bright as her attendant ſun, _ 
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With every charm to rule the night, — 
Like Dian, | $7z= arFozp wooes the fight ; 

The caſy ſhape, the piercing eye, , 

The ſnowy boſom's purity, He 

The unaffected gentle phraſe W] 

Of native wit in all the fays ; An 
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Eckardt, for theſe thy art's too faint : 
You may admire, but cannot paint. 


On the young Goddeſs lov'd to ſhine ; 
From Canrzurzs we gueſs, or fee 
All-beauteous F Manxzzs beam from thee: 


| How pretty Flora, wanton maid, 

| By Zephyr woo'd in noon-tide ſhade, 
Panſies, beneath her fweet touch blowing; 
How blithe fhe look's, let 1 Fanny tells 
Let Zephyr own if half ſa well. 


Another 5 Goddeſs of the year, 
Fair Queen of ſummer, ſee, appear ; 
Her panting boſom looſely bound, 
Etherial beauty in her face, 
Rather the beauties of her race, 
Whence ev'ry Goddeſs, envy fmit, | 
Muſt own each Stonchouſe meets in | Prrr. 


Exhauſted all the heav'nly train, 
How many Mortals yet remain, 


| Whoſe eyes ſhall try your pencil's art, 
And in my Numbers claim a part ! 


Or 


V Carpenter. 

+ 26% Manners. 
1 Mi Fanny Maccartney. 
$ Pomona. 


M Atkins, now Mrs. Pitt. 
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* Cnudt zien, or nams ber of the tribe ; 

And + Juriana with the Nine 

Shall aid the melancholy line, 

To weep her dear 1 reſemblance gone, 
Where all theſe beauties met in one. 

Sad fate of beauty ! more I fee, 

Afflified, lovely family ! 
Two beauteous nymphs, here, painter, place, 
Lamenting o'er their < filter Grace, 
While ** rother lovely maid appears 

In all the melting pow r of tears ; 


FE FZ r 


— 
8 


III 


1 233 ] 


The RESOLUTION: 
An ELEGY. 
Written in the Year 1742. 


. my heart of beauty's pow 'r hath 


Too long to love hath reaſon lefe the throne ; 


Too long my better genius mourn'd his chain, 
And youth's unratuedt here confurn' in vain. 


My withes, lull d with foft, inglorious dreams, 
Forgot the patrict's and the ſage s themes; 
Thro many a painted vale and fairy grove, 
Thro'” all th enchanted paradiſe of love, 
Miſled by ſickly hope's deluſfive flame ; 
Averſe to action, and renouncing fame. 


At length the viſionary ſcenes decay: hn f 
At length my eyes confeſs the new-born day, 1 
Whoſe faithful beams detect the dang'rous road 
In which my heedlefs feet ſecurely trod; 
And firip the phantoms of their lying charms, 
Which lur d my foul from wiſdom's peaceful arms. 
Now for ſmooth ſtreams, and banks beſpread with 
_ fow'ss, 
For myrtle walls, and amarathine bow'rs ; 
Lo, barren heaths appear, and pathleſs woods, 
And rocks incumbent o'er unfathom'd floods. 
For happy ſmiles, for openneſs of heart, 
4 bright with love, „ 


And black fafpicion bends kis gloomy brow, | 
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Lo, fullen ſpite, and cunning luſt of gain, 
For graceful eaſe, lo, affectation walks ; 
And dull half-ſenſe for wit and wiſdom talks. 


© youth, whoe'er doſt deauty's paths attend, 
Paths which in love's perfidious manſion end. 

O learn from me what pomp ſurrounds his throne : 
For I have known the place, too well have known. 
There burning fury heav'n and earth defies ; 

And dumb defpair in icy fetters lies : * 


The unbleſt image of himfelf to view 
And blind bdlief, with all a lover's flame, 
Sinks in thoſe arms which clothe his head with ſhame! 


On every head 

In every hand the purple goblet flows : 
The Syren views them with exulting eyes ; 
And laughs at baſhful virtue, as ſhe ſhes. 


Her mercy, with a coward's kill, to crave ; 
Bleſs her hand bounds, and boaſt to be her ve 
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To feel for trifles a diſtracting train 
Of fears and wiſhes, equally in vain © 
This hour to tremble, and the next to glow== 
Can pride, can human ſenſe deſcend fo low ; 
The ſacred wreath of honourable praiſe ; 
To laugh at ſerious folly, and be free ? 


I bid adieu then to theſe woful ſcenes: 

T bid adieu to all the ſex of queens. 

Who lets a woman's will his peace controut. 
There laugh ye witty, and rebuke ye grave— 
I ſcorn to boaſt that I have been a flave. 

| bid the whining brotherhood, begone 

Joy to my heart ! my wiſhes are my own. 
Farewel the female heav'n, the female hell: 

o thee, great God of Love, a glad farewel. 

hy wild miſ- rule at length has freed my heart; 
ind reaſon, paſſion force thee to depart. 
ſhy vainly ſearch for fome pretence to flay, - - 
Fhen crouds of vaſſals court thy pleaſing yoke, 

ind countleſs victims bow them to the ftroke ? 

0, round thy ſhrine a thouſand youths advance, 
farm with the gentle ardours of romance; 

ich vows taſfert his nymph with feats of arms, 

il hoſtile champions kneeling own her charms, 
en thouſand girls, with roſy chaplets crown d, 
a at ts | 
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Each bids the ſtream in murmurs tell her flame, 
Each calls the grove to ſigh her ſhepherd's name. 
But if thy pride ſuch obvious honour ſcorn, 

If nobler eff rings muſt thy ſhrine adorn, 
To yonder rev rend maid direft thy wing, 
To that rich harveſt of the fiftieth ſpring. 
Her ſhalt thou bind in thy delightful chains, 
And thrill with gentle pangs her wither'd veins ; 


Thy wiſhful warmth her froſty cheek hal dye. 


And dreams of rapture melt her maudlin eye. 


That my rebellious heart will yield thee room. 
I know thy puny force, thy fimple wiles ; 

I break triumphant thro” thy flender toils. 

I fee thy dying lamp's laſt languid glow, 
Thy arrows blunted, and unbrac'd thy bow : 
1 feel diviner fires h 
For active ſcience and ingenuous fame; 
Reſume the paths my earlier choice began, 
And loſe with pride the lever in the man. 


An ODE © FANCY. 


[By che Rev. My. Joſeph Warton-] 


Parent of each lovely muſe, 

Thy ſpirit o'er my ſoul diffuſe, 
Oer all my artleſs ſongs prend 
| My footfieps to thy temple guide, 


* | 
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An all-commanding magic wand, 
Of pow'r to bid freſh gardens blow | 
Mid chearlefs Lapland's barren ſnow, 


Nor ev'n one ſtraw- roof d cot was rear d, 
Where Na run ſeems to fit alone, 
Majeſtic on a craggy throne : x 
Tell me the path, ſweet wand'rer, tell, 
To thy unknown ſequeſter d cell, 
Where woodbines cluſter round the door, 
Where ſhells and mofs o erlay che floor, 
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'And on whoſe top an hawthorn blows, 
Amid whoſe thickly-woven boughs 
Each evening warbling thee to reſt ; 
Wrapt in ſome wild, poetic dream, 
In converſe while methinks I rove 
With Syznssn thro” a fairy grove 3 
Till ſuddenly awak d, I hear 
Strange whiſper'd muſic in my ear, 
And my glad foul in bliſs is drown'd 
By the ſweetly-ſoothing ſound ! | 
Me, Goddeſs, by the right-hand lead. 
Sometimes thro? the yellow mead, 
Where Jor and white-rob'd Pract reſort, 
And Venus keeps her feſtive court, 
Where M:izT#H and YouTn each evening meet, 
Where LauczTzs roſe-lip'd Hz leads; 
Where Ecno walks ſteep hills among, 
Lifning to the ſhepherd's ſong : 
Vet not theſe flow'ry fields of joy, 
Can long my penſive mind employ, - 
Haſte, Faxcr, from the ſcenes of folly 
To meet the matron MELaxcaoLy, 
Goddeſs of the tearful eye, 
That loves to fold her arms and ſigh ; 
Let us with ſilent footſteps go 
To charnels and the houſe of woe, 
To Gothic churches, vaults, and tombs, 


Where each ſad night ſome virgin comes, _ 
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Where tumult and deſtruction reign ; 
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Wick throbbing breaſt, and faded check. 
Her promis d bridegroom's urn to ſeek ; 1 
Or to ſome Abbys mould'ring tow'rs, | 
Where, to avoid cold wintry ſhow'rs, 
The naked beggar ſhivering lies, 
While whiſtling tempeſts round her riſe, 
And trembles leſt the tottering wall 


Now let us louder ſtrike the lyre, 
For my heart glows with martial fire, 
I feel, I feel, with fudden heat, 

My big tumultuous bofom beat ; 

The trumpet's clangors pierce my ear, 
A thouſand widow's ſhrieks I hear, 
Give me another horſe, I cry, 

Lo! the baſe Gal re ſquadrons fly; 
Whence is this rage ?—what ſpirit, ſav, 
To battle hurries me away ? 

"Tis Faxcy, in her fiery car, 23 
Tranſports me to the thickeit war, | 
There whirls me o'er the hills of lain, 5 


Where mad with pain, the wounded ſteed 
Tramples the dying and the dead : | 
Where giant terror ftalks around, 

And pointing to th' enſanguin'd field, 
Shakes his dreadful Gorgon-thield ! 


O guide me from this horrid ſcene 
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Which lovely Laus ſeeks to ſhun : 
The fervors of the mid-day fun ; 
The pangs of abſence, O remove, 
For thou can't place me near my love, 
Can ſt fold in viſionary bliſs, EL 
And let me think I fteal a kifs, 
While her ruby lips diſpenſe 
Luſcious neftar's quintefſence ! 
When young-ey'd Sexe profuſely throws 
When the foft turtle of the dale 
To Suu tells her tender tale, 
When AuTuun cooling caverns ſceks, 
When Wirz, like poor pilgrim old, 
At every ſeafon let my ear 
Thy folema whiſpers, Fancr, hear. 
O warm, enthuſiaſtic maid, 
That breathes an energy divine, 
That gives a foul to every line, 
Ne'er may I ſtrive with lips profane 
To utter an unhallow'd ſtrain, 
Nor dare to touch the facred ftring, 
Save when with ſmiles thou bid'ſ me fing. 
O hear our pray'r, O hither come 
From thy lamented SuAKESTEARE's tomb, 
On which thou lov'f to fit at eve, | 
Muſing o'er thy darling's grave; 
O queen of numbers, once again 


As Mee oe ita eos oa oe as es a * 


Whoa 


— Who with fome new, unequall'd ſong 
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Who fill'd with unexhauſted fire, 


May riſe above the rhyming throng. 


May boldly fmite the founding lyre, 
Oer all our liſt ning paſſions reign, 


——— aa hoy nd pe. 


With terror ſhake, with pity move, 
 Rouze with revenge, or melt with love 
Odeign t attend his evening walk, 
With him in groves and grottos talk : 
Teach him to ſcorn with frigid art, 
Feebly to touch th unraptur d heart; 
The boſom's inmoſt foldings pierce ; 

O let each Muſe's fame encreaſe, 

O bid BairaxxIA rival Gagzcz! 


„* — 9 — 
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The FEMALE DRUM: 
Cx, the Ovignof Canns. A Tul. 
Addreſs d to the Honourable Miſs CanPENTER, 


HOU, whom to counſel is to praiſe. 


Nor, from the vice of gaming free, 
Believe the ſatire points at thee ; 


Who truth and worth betimes can'ft prize, 


Nor yet too fprightiy to be wilc. 
| Wor. I. M 
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Rut hear this tale of ancient time, 
Nor think it vain, tho” told in rhyme. 


Avsics and SLoTH, with hoftile art 
Contended long for woman's heart : 

She fond of wealth, afraid of toil, 

Still ſhif.ed the capricious ſmile ; 

By turns, to each the heart was fold, 
Now bought with eaſe, and now with gold ; 
Scarce eicher grafp the for'reign ſway, = 
When chance revers'd the proſp rous day. 
The doubtful ſtriſe was ſtill renew d, 
Each baffled oft, but ne er ſubdu d; 
When Av'zics ſhew'd the glitt ring prize, 
And hopes and fears began to riſe, 
SLoTH ſhed on ev ry buſy ſenſe 

The gentle balm of indolence. 
When SLoTx had fcreen'd, with artful night, 
The foft pavilion of delight ; 

Stern Av*sice, with reproachful frown, 
Would ſcatter thorns amongſt her down. 


Thus each by turns the realm controul d. 
Which each in turn deſpair's to hold ; 
At length unable to contend, 
They join to chuſe a common friend, 
To cloſe in love the long debate, 
Such love, as mutual fears create; 
A friend they choſe, a friend to both, 
Of Av*'sicz born, and nurs'd by SLOTH 3 
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An artful nymph, whoſe reign began 
When wiſdom ceas'd to dwell with man; 
In wiſdom's awful robes array'd, 
She rules o'er politics and trade ; 
And by the name of Cuxxixc known, 
Makes wealth, and fame, and pow's her own. 


For Cuxxmxc ever flies the light ; 

At lengeh thro” maze perplex d with maze, 
They gain their fav'rite's dark retreat; 
There, watchful at the gate. they find 
Susricion, with her eyes behind; 

And wild AL au, awaking, blows 

The trump that ſhakes the world's repoſe. 


The hundred gates are foon unbarr'd ; 
And reach the wily queen's receſs ; 

With ſchemes to fly, though none purſue; 
And, in perpetual care to hide, 

What none will ever ſeek, employ'd. 


* Great queen (they pray d) our feuds compoſe, 
And let us never more be foes. 


.M : „ This 
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„ This hour (ſhe crys) poi eee 
ce Hencefagth, be SLoTH v*rx1ics frieyds ; 
6 Henceforth with equal pride, prepare 
** To rule at once the eaptive · fair. 


Th' attentive pow rs, in filence heard, 
Nor utter d what they hop d or fear d, 
But ſearch in vain the dark decree, 

For CunninG loves obſcurity ; 
Nor wou'd ſhe ſoon her laws explain, 
For Cuxnixc ever joys to pain. 


of painted paper riſe ; 
1 oem hw fol 
« Fit emblem of your pow'r combin d. 
The heap to Av'rice firlt ſhe gave, 
Who ſoon deſcry d her darling knave; 
And Sror n, ere Envy long cou d fling, 
Wich joyful eyes beheld a king. 


« Theſe gifts (aid Cunn1xc) bear away, 


«« Sure engines of deſpotic fway ;z _ 
<< Theſe charms diſpenſe o'er all the ball, 
« Secure to rule where'er they fall. 
„ The love of cards, let SLoTE infuſe, 
be love of money ſoon enſues ; 

« The ftrong defire ſhall ne er decay, 

„Who plays to win, ſhall win to play ; 


6 The breaſt, where love had plann'd his reign, 


„ Shall burn, unqueneh'd with luſt of gain; 
« And all the charms that wit can boaſt, 
In dreams of better luck be loit. 


Thus 
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Thus neither innocent, nor gay, 
The uſeleſs hours ſhall fleet away, 
While Tru O erlooks the trivial ſtrife, 
And, fcoffing, ſhakes the fands of life; 
"Till the wan maid, whoſe early bloom 
The vigils of quadrille confume ; 
Exhauſted, by the pangs of play, 

To Srorn and Av'nie falls a prey. 


— 


To Mr. FO X. 
From HamyTox-Covsr, 1731. 
4 [By the late Lord H —y.] 


Bono hoco res humane ſunt, N ni vitis on. 
miſer oft, Suse in Epil. 
HILST in the fortunes of the gay and great, 
The glare of courts, and luxury of ftate : 
The pomp of wealth, and infolence of pow'r : 
Whilſt in theſe various ſcenes of gilded life, 
Of fraud, ambition, policy, and ftrife ; 
Where every word is dictated by art, 
And ev'ry face the maſk of ev'ry heart ; | 
Whilſt with ſuch diff rent objects entertain d, 
in all that's really felt, and all that's feign'd, 
I fpeculate on human joys and woes, 
Till from my pen the verſe ſpontaneous flows : 
To whom theſe artleſs off rings ſhould I bring, 
6 
1 
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But to 2 friend and to what friend but you, 
Safe, juſt, ũncere, indulgent, kind and true? 
Diſdain not then theſe trifles to attend, 

Nor fear to blame, nor ſtudy to commend. 
Say, where falſe notions erring I purſue, 

And with the plauſible confound the true ; 
Correct with all the freedom that I write; 
And guide my dazken'd reaſen with thy light. 


With wit, with judgment, and a taſte reſin d. 
Thy fancy rich, and thy obſervance wue, 

The laft ſtill wakeful, and the firſt ftill new. 

Rare bleſſings l and to few divided known, 

But giv'n united to thyſelf alone. 
The ſchool of age, and the delight of youth. 


When men their various diſcontents relate, 
And tell how wretched this our mortal flate 3 
That life is but diverſify d diſtreſs, 

The lot of all, ——— 
That kings and villagers have each their ſhare 
That ſeeming pleaſure is intrinſic woe, 

And all call'd happineſs, deluſtve ſhow ; 

Food only for the ſnakes in envy's breaſt, 

Who often grudges what is ne'er poſſeſs d. 

Say, for thou know It the follies of mankind, | 
Can'f tell how obflinate, perverſe, and blind; 
Say, are we thus oppreſs'd by nature's laws, 
Or of our miſeries, ourſelves the cauſe ? 
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Lure oft, unjulily, 0 
A thouſand evils which ourſelves create; 
Complain that life affords hut little joy, 


We check the pleaſures that too foon fublide, 
And break the current of too weak a tide. 
Like Atalanta, golden trifles chace, . 
And baulk that ſwiſtneſs which might win the race; 
For life has joys adapted to each ſtage, 


Nor taſtes the fragrance whil@ the blofioms blow. 
Then far-fled joys in vain he would reſtore, 

His appetite unanſwer'd by his pow'r : 

Round beauty's neck he twiſts his wither'd arms, 
Receiv'd with loathing to her venal charms : 

He rakes the aſhes, when the fire is ſpent, 

Nor gains fruition, tho' he gains conſent. 


But can we ſay tis providence's fault, 
If thus untimely all her gifts are ſought, . 
If ſummer- erops which muſt decay we keep, 
And in the winter would the harveſt reap ! 


Liſten to nature, and purſue her bent, | 
And fill their pow 'r with their ambition weigh'd, 
Gain what they can, but never force a trade ; 
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To us alone, in fatal ign'rance proud, 

To deviate from her diftates tis allow d: 
That boaſted gift our reaſon to believe, 
Or let caprice, in reaſon's garb, deceive. 
To us the noble privilege is given | 

Of wiſe refining on the will of heav'n. 
Our fill we truſt, but lab ring ſtill to gain 


Will the wiſe elephant deſert the wood, 

To imitate the whale and range the flood ? 

Or weill the mole her native earth forfake, 

In wanton madneſs to explore the lake ? 

Yet man, whom ſtill ideal -profit ſways, TI 
Will quit his home, and vent'rous brave the ſeas. } 
And when his raſhneſs its deſert has found, | 
The fool ſurviving, weeps the fool that's drown d. 


Herds range the fields, the feather'd kind the grove, 
As taſte and nature prompt, adhere, or .rove; |} 
41 coupled by the heart. 
And when this wanders, that is unconkfin'd : 

The love that join d the ſated pair once fled, 

No four-leg'd ideots drag, with mutual pain, 
The nat ral cement paſs'd, an artful chain: 
Th effect of paſſion ceaſes with the cauſe, 
Ctorg's with no after-weight of forms or laws: 


To 
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Nor find we in the wood, the vinia, 
. 
If any rule, tis force that gives the law 
What houtes ave donned in reluntary awe ? 
Do they like us 2 pageant idol raiſe, 
n — — 
—_ ſometimes leſs, revere ? 
— once deteſt and ferve, deſpiſe iſe and fear ? 
. es ? 
ears and eyes of others, hear and fee ? 
r armed ry 
odo! wrongs they afterwards deplore ? 
Theſe inſtitutions are of man alone, * 
n 
r ? 
e q 
then, oh man! thy profitable gain, a 
To folly poliſh'd, civiliz'd to pain. 


of al the eve en proces yes; * 
EEE 
joys that they wi 
ign rance practiſes what error teaches ! 


Wou'd any feather'd maiden wood, 
of the 
Or ſcaly female of the peopled flood ; 
Ns When 
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"When luſt or hunger call'd, its force reſiſt ? 


And the fair tree, the fruit ungather'd, dies- 


But are theſe ills, the ills which heav'n deſign'd } 
Are we unfortunate, or are we blind? 2 


If in poſſeſſion of our wiſhes curs d. 8 
Bath'd in untaſted ſprings we dye with thirſt ; 
If we make mis'ries, what were bleſſings meant, 
And benefits convert to puniſhment ? 


| When inthe ſpring the wiſe induſtrious bees. 
Collect the various bloom from fragrant trees, 
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> 3 


oy 
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Think you the fool would ever be obey'd, 
And that the lye would grow into a trade ? 
Ev'n Turks would anſwer, no—and yet, we ſee 
The vine, that roſe, and Mahomet, that bee. 
To theſe, how many proofs I yet could add, 
That man's ſuperior ſenſe is being mad ? 
That none, refining, their true int'reft view, 
That oft perverſe, and prodigal of life, 
(Our pow'r and will at everlaſting ſtrife) 
We waſte the preſent for the future hour, 
> And, miſer-like, by hoarding ſtill are poor, 
Or fooliſhly regretful of the paſt, 
The good which yet remains neglect to taſte. 


Nor need I any foreign proof to bring, 
rd? BY Myſelf an inſtance of the truths I fing.. | 
kN Whilſt in a court, repugnant to my taſte, | 
From my lov'd friend theſe precious hours I waſte; 
Why do I vainly here thy abſence mourn, 

And not anticipate thy wiſh'd return? 

Why ſtay my paſſage to thoſe happy fields, 

Where fate in thee my ev'ry pleaſure yields? 
Fortune allows the bleſſings I refuſe, 

And ev'n this moment, were my heart to chuſe,. 
For thee I ſhould forſake this joyleſs croud, 

With thy lov'd converſe fill the ſhorten'd day, 
And glad my foul. —Yet here anpleas'd I ſtay,. 
And by mean, fanguine views of int reſt ſway d, 
By airy hopes, to real cares betray d; 
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Lament a grievance which I might redreſs, 
OE ON INT” 


The POET: PRAYER. 


F cer in thy Sight I found favour, Apollo, 
Defend me from all the diſaſters which follow : 


4 
] 
] 
From the knaves and the fools, and the fops of the I 
time, \ 
From the drudges in proſe, and the triflers in rhyme: 
From the patch-work and toits of the royal fack- 
= WW 
Thoſe dead birth - day odes, and the farces of CInnER 
From ſervile attendance on men in high places, 
graces : 
From long dedications to patrons unworthy, 
Who hear and receive, but will do nothing for thee : 
From being careſs'd to be left in the lurch, 
The tool of a party, in ſtate or in church : 
From dull thinking blockheads, as ſober as Turks, 
And petulant bards who repeat their own works : 
From all the gay things of a drawing-room ſhow, 
The fight of a Belle and the fmell of a Beau : 
From buſy back biters, and tatlers and carpers, 
And ſcurvy acquaintance of fidlers and ſharper: : 
The dreams of a chymilt, and fchemes of projector- 
From the fears of goal, and the hopes of a penſion, 
The tricks of a gameſter, and oaths of an enſign : 


From 


Nor ever confuted, nor ever confuting : 


ta 
From ſhallow free-thinkers in taverns diſputing, 


Frm te conan god fue of oder ma bad, 
And reading of Dutch commentators in folio : 
From waiting like Gar, whole years at White-hall: 
From the pride of gay wits, and the envy of ſmall: 
From very fine ladies with very fine incomes, 
Which they finely lay out on fine toys and fine trin- 
cums : 
From the pranks of ridottoes and 
The _— young jilts, and the fight of old 


From a faucy dull ſtage, and fubmitting to Rare 
In an empty third night with à beggarly player: 
From Count and fuck Printers as wou'd ha* me 
curs'd, 
. 
From all pious patriots, who would to their beſt, 
Put on a new tax, and take off an old teft : 
From the faith of informers, the fangs of the law, 
And the great rogues, who keep all the lefler in awe : 
From a poor country-cure, that living interment : 
With a wife and no proſpect of any preferment : 
From ſeribbling for hire, when my credit is ſunk, 


| To buy no new coat, and to line an old trunk: 


From ſquires, who divert us with jokes at theit ta- 
bes | 


ot hounds in their kennels, and nags in their ſtables: 


From 
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From the nobles and commons, who bound in ſtrict 
To ſubſcribe for no book, yet fubſcribe to Heidegger: 
From the cant of fanaticks, the jargon of ſchools, | 
The cenſures of wiſemen, and praiſes of fools : 
From critics who never read Latin or Greek, 

And pedants, who boaſt they read both all the week: 
From borrowing wit, to repay it like Jurek. 
Or lending, like Porz, to be paid by a cudgel : 
From theſe, and ſuch evils, AyoLLo, defend me, 
And let me be rather but honeſt with no-wit, 


Think how the miſer, pierc'd with inward pain, 
I explore his treaſures in the tempeſt loſt ; 


Hates 
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Hates his own ſafety, chides the waves that roll's 
Himſelf aſhore, but funk his dearer gold. | 
I look on life and all its pomp with feorn. 

You were the fweetner of each buſy ſcene; 

You gave the joy without, the pain within. 
Pleaſare and you were both ſo near ally'd, 

That when I loſt the one, the other dy'd ; 

Pain too has laviſh'd all her killing ſtore ; 

Nor can ſhe add, nor I can ſuffer more. 


In vain I view'd you with as chaſte a fire, 


As angels mingle, or as Hints admire ; 


By reaſon prompted, paſſion had no part, 
A virtuous ardour that refin'd the heart. 

In vain 1 ſought a friendſhip free from fault, 
Where ſex and beauty were alike forgot : 

A friendſhip by the nobleſt union join'd, 
The female ſoſtneſs, and the manly mind. 
Courage to conquer evils, or endure ; 
Scandal, a buſy fiend, in truth's diſguiſe, 

Like Fame all cover d o'er wich. cars and eyes, 
Learns the fond tale, and ſpreads it as ſhe flies. 

Nor ſpreads alone, but alters, adds, defames,. 
Affects to pity, tho” her duty blames ; 

Feigns not to credit all ſhe ſee or hears,. 

But hopes the evil only in her fears. 

Pzetends to weigh the fact in even ſcale, 

And wiſh, at leaff, that juſtice may prevail. 

Plays the whole hypocrite fuck various ways, —_ 
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And honour bleed the prey of flander's tongue: 


Such is my fate, ſo grievous my diſtreſs, 
Condemn'd to ſuffer, but deny d redreſs : 
Too fond of joy, too ſenſible of pain, 

To part with all that's dear, and not complain: 
'Too delicate to injure what I love, 

Or aſk: the pity fame will ne er approve. 


What more remains, then, but to drop my claim, 


And by my conduct juſtify my flame ? 


Burft the dear bands that to my heart-ftrings join, 


And ſacrifice my peace to purchaſe thune ? 


As the fond mother, who delirious eyes 

Her dying babe, will ſcarce believe it dies. 
But ſtrains it ſtill with tranſport in her arms, 
Dwells on its lips and numbers o'er its charms ; 


« 
6 
; 
6 
« 
6 
6 
6 
> 
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Gex1vs, VirTve, and RepuTAT1ON; 
A FABLE. 


From Monf. Dr La Merrz, Book V. Fable 6. 


KS Genus, Virtue, RepuTaTION, 
5 Three worthy friends, o er all the nation 
Agreed to roam; then paſs the ſeas, 

1 And viſit Italy and Greece : 
By travel to improve their parts, 
And learn the languages and arts; 
Not like our modern fops and beaus, 

T' improve the pattern of their cloaths : 


« To what I ſpeak, incline an ear. 
“ Some chance, perhaps, may us divide; 
« Let us againſt the worſt provide, 
« And give ſome ſign, by which to find 
« A friend thus loſt, or left behind. 
« For me, if cruel fate ſhould ever 
« Me and my dear companions fever, 
7 “ Go, ſeek me 'midit the walls of Rome, 
At Angelo's or Raphael's tomb; 
« Or elſe at Virgil's ſacred ſhrine, 
« Lamenting with the mournful nine. 
} Next Vn run, pauſing ;(for ſhe knew 
BNIVS> | Where 
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Where ſhe could fairly hope to ſtay 
Till her companions came that way ;) 
«+ Paſs by (ſhe cry'd) the court, the ball, 
% The maſquerade and carnival, 
« Where all in falfe diſguiſe appear, 
ut Vice, whoſe face is ever bare; 
« "Tis ten to one, I am not there. 

«© CzL1a, the lovelieft maid on earth ! 
Tue been her friend, e'er fince her birth ; 
TPerfection in her perſon charms, 

And virtue all her boſom warms ; 
. A matchlefs pattern for the fair; 
Her dwelling ſeek, you'll find me there.” 


Cry'd Rxrur arion; © I, like you, 
Had once a ſoft companion too; 
« As fair her perſon, and her fame, 
« And Coeur riss was her name. 
Ten thouſand lovers fwell'd her train; 

Ten thouſand lovers figh'd in vam : 

« Where-c'er ſhe went, the danglers came 3 
« Yet fill I was her favorite flame. 

« Till once, —('twas at the publick ſhow) 
« 'The play being done, we roſe to go ; 
« His neck fliyoak'd in ſolitaire, 


„With clean white gloves, firſt made approach, 


Then begg'd to lead her to her coach: 
She fmil'd, and gave her lily hand; 
* Away they trip it to the ſtrand: | 
« A hackney-coach receiv'd the pair, 


4 They went to but, — 
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„Then loſt ſhe Reputation quite. 
« Friends, take example from that night, 
« And never leave me from your ſight. 
« For, oh! if cruel fate intends 
Ever to part me from my friends, 
„ Thirk that I'm dead ; my death deplore, 
« But never hope to ſee me more 
In vain you'll ſearch the world around; 
« Loſt Reputation's never to be found. 


MARRIAGE A-LA-MODE: 
_ 
The Two SPARROWS. 4 Fable. 


| From Monf. Dz 14 Morrz, Book IV. Fable 21. 


Grove there was, by nature made, 

Of trees that form'd a pleaſing ſhade ; 
Where warbled, ever free from care, 

The wing d muſicians of the air. 

Here tun'd the nightingale her throat ; 

The thruſh there thrill d her piercing note; 
The finch, lark, linnet, all agree 

To jain the ſylvan harmony. 


Two amorous ſparrows choſe this place 3 
The ſofteſt of the feather'd race: 
The Mars and Vznus of the grove ; 

Leſs fam'd for ſinging than for love. 


The 
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The ſongſters warbled fweet ; while they 
' As ſweetly bird their time away. 
. So cloſely ſeated were the two, 
Together you wou'd think they grew : 
The twig was ſlender where they fate, 


And bent beneath their little weight ; 
But ſcarcely in their lives was known 
To bear the one, when one was flown. 
When hunger call'd, they left the wood, 
Together ſought the field for food : 
Wen thirſty, in the ſhallow rills 
Together dip d their little bills. 
- When Pnozpus fitting in the weſt, 
And thick ning ſhades invite to reſt, 
Thus paſs'd their day, thus paſs'd their night. 
The caſtle, where theſe lovers lay, 
Was in a hollow oak, they fay: 
There, fide by fide, all night they kept, 
Together wak d, together flept : 
Tho' free, twas left to either's mind, 
To chuſe a mate from all their kind: 
She only lov'd the loving he ; 
He only lov'd the lovely ſhe. 


Pure Joy, poor mortals ſeldom find ; 
Her footman, Sonkow, waits behind: 
And Fats impartial deals to all 
The honey d portion mix d with gall. 


Serre 
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This pair, on an unhappy day 
Too far together chanc'd to ftray ; 
Benighted, and with ſnares beſet, 
Our Mars and Venus in a net, 
Alas! were caught.—O change of kate 
A little cage is now their fate. 
Their paſſion changes with their life ; 
And ſoon they fall from love to firife. | 
Cloſe fide by ſide in love they fate ; 
One perch is now too ſmall to hold 
They peck each other o'er their food ; 
And thirſt to drink each. other's blood. 
Two cages muſt the pair divide; 


A picture this of human life ! 

The modern huſband, and the wife, 
Who e er in courtſhip ſaw a pair, 

So kind as he, as the ſo fair ? | 

The kiſſes that they gave each other, 
You'd think had ſeal'd their lips together. 
Each vows to each a mutual flame ; 
And dreams, 'twill always laſt the ſame ; 
| But fix them once in Hrxnx's chains, 
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The honey-moon is ſcarce declin'd, 

But all the honey of their mind E 

Is gone ; and leaves the ſting behind. 
The fcene of love is vaniſh'd quite: 
They pout, grow peeviſh, ſcold and fight. 
Two beds receive the pair to reſt : 

With ſep'rate-maintenance for life. 


FEMALEREIGN, 
| AN 


0 D E. 
Tn COBB.] 


| I. 
A can the Britiſh ſenate give, 
To make the name of Axa live? 
By future people to be fung, 
"The labour of each grateful tongue ? 
Can faithful regiſters, or rhyme, - ; 
In charming eloquence, or ſprighty wit, 
The wonders of her reign tranſmit 
To th'unborn children of ſucceeding time? 
Can painter's oil, or ſtatuary's art, 
Eternity to her impart ? | 


No! 


's 


No! 
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No! cial fitaes ave but empty things, 
Infcrib's to royal vanity, © 

The facrifice of flattery | 

To lawleſs Neros, or Bourbonian kings. 

True virtue to her kindred ftars afpires, 

Does all our pomp of one and verſe furpaſs, 

No uſeleſs ornament requires, = 
ST. W 


Greateſt-of princes? where the wand ring fun 
Does o er earth's habitable regions roll, 
From th' eaſtern barriers to the weſtern goal, 
Thee on the banks of Flandrian Scaldis fings 
The jocund ſwain, releas'd from Gallic fear: 
The Engliſh voice unus'd to hear, 
Thee the repeating banks, thee ev'ry valley rings. 
III.. 
The ſword of heav'n how pious Anna wields, 
Let the twice fugitive Bavarian tell : 
Who by imperial favour rais'd, 
'F th" higheſt rank of glory blaz d; 
And had till now unrival'd ſhone, 
More than a king, contented with his own. 
But Lucifer's bold ſteps he trod, 
Who durſt aſſault the throne of Gop ; 
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S 2645 on 
Gain d the fad privilege to be 
The firſt in folid miſery, 
Monarch of hell, and woes, and everlatting night; 
Corruption of the beſt is always worſt, 
And foul ambition, - like an evil wind, J 
Tights the for blailhes of « noble mind ; | | 
ASST 's ng Wh, bod 5 
„ 
Had guile, and pride, — 
In the black groves of Styx alone, 
Nor ever had on earth the baleful crop been ſown ; 
The Flandrian glebe, a guiltleſs field: 
Nor had he wonder'd, when he found oO 
'The bones of heroes in the ground. 
No crimſon fireams had lately fwell'd 80 
The Dyle, the Danube, and the Scheld. 
But evils are of neceffary growth, 
To rouze the brave, and baniſh ſloth ; 
And ſome are born to win the ſtars, 
Heroick virtue is by action ſeen, 
And vices ſerve to make it keen; | 
And as gigantick tyrants riſe, " 
Nass aus and CuurcuiLlLs leave the ſkies, 
The earth-born monſters to chaſtiſe. 
SQ - 
If, 8 esa 
To praiſe the man whom all admire; 
Come from the learn d Caſtalian ſprings, 
22 


Strike 
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dtrike the loud Pindarick firings, 
Like the lark, who ſoars and fings ; 
And as you fail the liquid fries, @— 
Caſt on Menapian fields your weeping eyes: 

For weep they furely muff, 
To fee the bloody annual facrifice ; 

To think how the neglected duſt, 
Was once the limbs of captains, brave and juft, 
The mortal part of ſome great Demi-god ; 
Who for thrice fifty years of ſtubborn war, 


Wich flaught'ring arms, the gun and ſword, 
5 Have dug the mighty ſepulchre, 
And fell as martyrs on record, 
Of eyranny aveng d, * 
See, where at Audenard, with heaps of ſlain, 


At once adorn d the Paphian queen, 
4 i= 
. 
Courting che war, and glowing for the fight, 

The new Salmoneus meets, the Celtic thunderer. 
Vor. I. N Ak, 


s, * The Mahi were the ancient inhabitants of Flanders, 
Strike 
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Ah, curſed pride! infernal dream 
Wich drove him to this wild extream, 
That duſt a deity ſhould ſeem ; 
_ + 
A man immortal, or a god: 
With ratling braſs, and trampling horſe, 
Should counterfeit th inimitable force 
Of divine thunder : horrid crime ! 
But vengeance is the child of time, 
And will too ſurely be repay'd 
n 
Who durſt affront the pow'rs above, 
Too fatal, brandiſh'd by the real Jove, 


VIL 
The Britiſh Pallas! who, as 4 Homer's did 


For her lov'd Diomede, 
Her hero's mind with wiſdom fills, 
And heav'nly courage in his heart inftils. 
Hence thro' the thickeſt ſquadrons does he ride, 
Wich Anna's angels by his fide. 
With what uncommon ſpeed 


And puſhes an thro' ' midmoſt fires, 
Where France's fortune with her ſons retizes * 


* Vicew GERIT _ TowanT1s. 
+ Humer, 7 is pour JET 
evonders b power Prem: in 8 
day's explaits. 
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© As when the Pleiades ariſe, 
The ſouthern wind afflits the ſkies, 
Then, mutt'ring o'er thedeep, buffets th' unruly brine 
"Fill clouds and water ſeem to join. 
Or as a dyke cut by malicious hands, 
O'erflows the fertile Netherlands; | 
Laviſh of his new liberty, 
Beftrides the vale, and, with tumultuous adiſe, 
Bellows along the delug'd plain, 
Fer as th horizon he deſtroys : 
The weeping ſbepherd from an hill bewails the 
wat'ry reign. 


VAI. 
30 rapid flows the unimpriſon'd ſtream ! 
So ftrong the force of MinvsLazm ! 

In vain the woods of Audenard | 
Would ſhield the Gaul, a fencelefs guard. 
As ſoon may whirl-winds be with held, 


le, As Mazzszo's footſteps o'er the foaming Scheld. 2 


In vain the torrent would oppoſe, 
In vain arm'd banks, and hoſts of foes : 
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« The foes with coward-haſte retire, , 
Fly faſter than the river flows, 
And ſwiſter than our fire. 
Vendoſme from far upbraids their ſhame, 
And pleads his royal maſter's fame. 
«« By Conde's mighty ghoſt,” he cries, 
« By Turenne, Luxemburgh, and all 
« 'Thoſe noble fouls, who fell a facrifice 
« At * Lens, at Fleurus, and at Landen fight, 
« Stop, I conjure, your ignominious flight.” 
But fear is deaf to honour's call. 
| Each frowning threat and ſoothing pray'r 
Is loſt in the regardleſs air. 
As well he may 
The billows of the ocean ſtay ; 
While Cnuscnr like a driving wind, 
Or high ſpring-tide, purſues behind, 
And with redoubled ſpeed urges their forward way. 
IX. 
Nor leſs, Evouxivs, thy important care 
Thou ſecond thunder-bolt of war! 


Partner in danger and in fame. 
— with Manz.a0noven's, hall bear 


= 
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To uu how death did enviouſly repine, 
Io ſes a friendſhip fo divine; 


When 


— don eden 1648. 


| Her frowning terrors, and thro' ſeas of blood 


[ 269 } 
When in a ball's deſtroying form ſhe paſt, 

And mark'd thy threaten'd brow at laſt, 

But durſt not touch that ſacred brain, 

Where Europe's mightieſt counſels reign ; 

For ſtrait ſhe bow'd her ghaſtly head, 

She ſaw the mark of heav'n, and fled : 

When he, at Allia's fatal flood, 

Had fill d the plains with Roman blood, 
With conſcious awe forſook the capitol, 
Whee Jove, revenger of profaneneſs, ſtood. 
X. 
But where the good and brave command, 
What capitol, what bulwark can withſtand ? 

Virtue, approv'd of heav'n, can paſs 
Thro walls, thro' tow'rs, and gates of brafs. 
Liſle, like a miſtreſs, had been courted long, 

By all the valiant and the young, 

The faireſt progeny of Vauban's art; 

"Till Savor's warlike prince withſtood 


Tore the bright darling from th' old tyrant's heart. 
Such Buda ſaw him, when proud f Apti fell, 
— Unhappy, valiant infidel ! 

N 3 Who, 


* He have e confuerable fre in the gle) of tha 


day on which Buda was taken 
+ He was Baſſas of the city, and bf bis [iſe on the 
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Who, vanquiſh'd by ſuperior firength, 
Surrender'd up his haughty breath, 
And ſhun'd the bow-ftring by a nobler death. 
XI. 
Such * Harſcam's field beheld him in his bloom, 
When victory beſpoke him for her own, 
Her favourite, immortal ſon, 
And told of better years revolving on the loom: 
How he ſhould make the Turkiſh creſcent wane, 
And choak + Tibiſcus with the flain ; 
While Viziers lay beneath the lofty pile 
Of ſtaughter' d Baffaus, who o'er Bailaus rod; 
And all his num'rous acts ſhe told, 
From Latian Carpi down to Flandrian Lifle. 


Honaur,. 


* „ 


— Baetl ts the Tarks is the oor 
2687. Prince Eugene, wwith the of bes bri- 
gade, was that enter'd the trenches ; and for that 
reaſon had the r ta be the firfs meſſenger of this 
happy nexus to the emperor. 7 


+ This battle was fought on the roth of Offober, 
1697; aubere Prince Eugene commanded in chief ; like 
| there never happen'd fo great and ſo terrible a 
deftruttion to the Ottoman army, which fell apo the 
principal commanders more than the common 
. 


JCiaier. 


To Hanover, to Brunfwick's ſecond grace, 


| When Mars mn lay his batter's target des. 


Shall fe in kan fas e. veel fat. 
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We receives at E 


The heroes who thro' virtue's temple paſt > 
And ſhow'rs down laurels from above, 
On thoſe whom hezv'n and Anna love. 

And fome, not ſparingly, ſhe throws 

For the young eagles, who could try 

The faith and judgment of the ky, 

And dare the fun with fteady eye, 

For Hanover's and Pruffia's brows, 

Eugenes in bloom, and future Marlborough: 


Deicendent from a long imperial race, 
And prophefies, from fo ſerene a morn,. 
To what clear glories he is born, 
When blazing with a full meridian light, 
He ſhall the Britiſh hemiſphere adosn : 


And he (fince death will never fpare 
The good, the pious, and the fair} 
In his ripe harveſt of renown, 
Shall after his great father fit, 
(If heav'n fo long 2 life permit) 

And having fwell'd the flowing tide 
n 
The purchaſe of an honeſt ſweat, 
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— which in Anna's mige, 
And prudent pilotry, enjoys 

The tempeſt which the world deftroys, 
And rides triumphant o'er the ſubject main. 
O may ſhe ſoon a quiet harbour gain! 
And fure the promis'd hour is come, 
When in ſoft notes the peaceful lyre 
Shall ſtill the trumpet and the drum, 
Shall play what Gods and men deſire, 
And firike Bellona's muſ.c dumb: 
When war, by parents curs'd, ſhall quit the field, 
Unbuckle his bright heimet, and, to reſt 
His weary'd limbs, fit on his idle ſhield, 
With ſcars of honour plow'd upon. bis breaſt. 
But if the Gallic Pharaoh's ſtubborn heart 
| Prepar'd for th' irrecoverable ill, | 
And force th unwilling ſkies to aft the laſt ungrate- 

”" 

Thy forces, Auna, like a flood, mall whelm 
br 
His famiſh'd, deſalated realm ; f 

And all the ſons of Pharamond in vain 

| (Who with diſhoneſt envy ſee Lk 

The fweet forbidden fruits of diſtant liberty) 
Shall curſe their Salic law, and wiſh a female reign. 


Om. XIV. A 


To thee afflicted empires fly for aid; 
Where er tyrannick ſtandards are diſplay d. 
From the wrong d Iber to the threaten'd Rhige. 
Thee, where the golden- ſanded Tagus flows 
—_—_ walls, 
Thee, e 
Who plow Iberian fields, implore, 
id, To give the lab ring world repoſe, 
And univerſal peace reſtore : 
Thee, Galle ; mournful w farvive the foes 
Of her fall'n grandeur and departed ftate ; 
By fad experience taught to own, | 
| That virtue is a nobler way to riſe, 
A furer paſſage to the ſkies, 
Than Pelion, upon Offa thrown : 
For they, who impiouſly preſume 
To graſp at heav'n, by Jove's eternal doom, 
A prey to thunder ſhall become ; 
Or, ſent in + Ztna's fiery caves to groan, 
Gain but an higher fall, a mountain for their tomb. 
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PRE-EXISTENCE: 
A POEM, 

In Imitation of HI LT OX 


Has quoniam cali nendum d gnamur home, 
De dad mus certe terras habetare finamus. 


OW had th' archangel trampet, rais'd ſublime 
Above the walls of hear'n, begun to ſound > 
All zther took the blaſt, and hell beneath 
Shook with celeſtial noiſe ; th' almighty hoſt 

| 4 
Of guilty cherubs ſmear'd in ſulphurous duſt, 
Pauſe at the known command of founding gold. 
And firſt they cloſe the wide Tartarian gates, 
Th impenetrable folds on brazen hinge 
Roll creaking horrible ; the den beneath 
O'ercomes the roar of flames, and deafens hell; 
Then through the ſolid gloom with nimble wing 
They. cut their ſhining traces up to light ; 
Return'd upon the edge of heav*nly day, 

Where thinneſt beams play round the vaſt obſcure, 
They find the troops lefs ftubborn, lefs involv'd 

In crime and ruin, barr'd the realms of peace, 

b Yet uncondemn'd to baleful ſeats of woe, 

| Doubtful and ſuppliant ; all the plumes of light 

Moult from their ſnuddering wings, and fickly fear 

1 —ç— 
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 _ Involvd in tenfold wreaths are faid to ſound... 


[25] 
Rolls ia the Evid eye ball. and each breaſt 
Shakes with the dread of future doom unknown. 


"Tis here the wide circumference of heaven 
Opens in two vaſt gates, that inward turn 
Voluminous, on jaſpex columns hung 
By geometry divine, they ever glow 
With living ſculptures, that ariſe by turns 
T'imboſs the ſhining leaves, by turns they ſet 


To give ſucceeding argument their place; 


In holy hieroglyphicks on they move, 

The gaze of journeying angels, as they paſs 
Oft looking back, and held in deep ſurpriae. 
Here ftood the troops diſtin ; the cherud guard: 
Unbarr'd the fplendid gates, and in they roll. 
Harmonious ; for a vocal ſpirit fits. 
Within each hinge, and, as they onward drive, 
In juſt diviſions breaks the num'rous jarr 
With ſymphony melodious, fuch as ſpheres 


Out flows a blaze of. glory; for on high 
Tow ring advane d the moving throne of God, 
Vaſt and majeſtick ; on each radiant ſide 
Glides a full tide of day, that onward pours. 
Retire confus'd ; as when Veſuvio ſhakes. 
Oer the vaſt mountain's ridge the burning waves 
Drive their refulgent curls, and on they roll 


CR 
$weeping the glowing plains down to the ſea ; | 


'Th' affrighted fea leaps back with hideous roar 
To give the fire its courſe ; thus Chaos wild, 
Hiſing recoils to let in floods of light. 


Above the throne, th ideas heavenly bright 
Of paſt, and preſent, and of coming time 
Fix'd their immov'd abode, and there preſent 
An endleſs landſcape of created things 
To fight celeſtial, where angelick eyes 
Are loſt in proſpect; for the ſhiny range, 
Boundief and various, in its boſom bears 


Millions of full-proportion'd worlds, beheld 


With ſtedfaſt eyes, till more ariſe to view, 
And farther inward ſcenes ſtart up unknown. 


Myriads of ſeraphs in long ſeries wait 
About the throne, and as it moves, proceed 
In numerous order, to celeſtial fong. 
Above, the ſymphony of mellow flutes, 


And harps, by flying angels gently touch d. 


Relieve the trumpet's rage, and fitly blend 
The ſolemn ſounds in harmony divine ; 


Such as might tune new worlds, and give the laws 


Under the burning tracts, till now it reſts 
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Upon the gaping brink of heaven ; and there, 
With open pomp, fills the vaſt empty ſpace. 


Silence enſues ; a deep and awful pauſe 
More terrible, all expectation held 
In horror; now wrath imminent amaz'd 
With dreadful precipice, to all it ſeems 
More formidable near ; then from the throne 
A vocal thunder roll'd the ſenſe of God, 
_ Majeſtically long, repugnant all 
To princes cuſtoms here ; their judgments flaſh 
On guilt, with words conciſe, and fudden blaze. 
Quite otherwiſe, the Gods' enlarged ſpeech 
Set wide the fate of things; that all around 


Servants of God ! and virtues great in arms ! 

W approve your faithful works, and you return 
Blefs'd from the dire purſuit of rebel foes ; 
Reſolv d, obdurate, they have try'd the force 

Of this right hand, and known Almighty pow'r ; 
Transfix'd with light'ning down they funk, they fell 
Into the fiery gulph, and deep they plunge 

Below the burning waves, to hide their heads 

In ſhelter from my vengeance bellowing hence 
More fierce and fcorching with more dreadful fires ; 
There let 'em find their doom, that durſt defy 
Rolling in flames, and ne'er to feel a dawn 

Of heavenly day; inftead, the mind imbibes 
Eternal gloom, and fing'd with conſtant flames, 
Cau find no eaſe; while fierce their boiling rage 
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The foul anheals and hardens in the fire. 


But you! commiſſion's by commands divine, 
Have wiſely fill'd your truſt, and clos'd em all 
Within the fervid lake, left any roam, 

And in the womb immenſe of things unbors 
Should ſeek annihilation ; you muſt riſe 

4 the ſhining virtues, more ſublime; 

On lofty thrones preferr'd for lofty deeds. 


In this ſedition, ſince ſeduc d. from good, 
Superior in their order; you accept, 
Trembling, my hauvenly clemency and grace.. 
When the long zra once has fill'd its orb, 

Vou ſhall emerge to light, and hombly here 

If your own virtue ſecond my decree :. 

But all muſt have their manes friſt below, 


| Than what loſt angels feel ; nor can our reign,. 
Without juſt dooms, the peace of heav'n ſecure - 


For forms celeſtial new eret in glory 
Wou' d totter, dazzled with the of 
Did not the nerves of juſtice fx their fight. 
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See, where below in chaos wondrous deep 
A ſpeck of light dawns forth, and thence throughout 
The ſhades, in many a wreath, my forming power 
There ſwiftly turns the burning eddy round, 
Abforbing all crude matter near its brink ; 

I pleaſe to ſtamp, the ſeed of infant worlds 

All now in embryo, but ere long ſhall riſe 
Variouſly ſcatter'd in this vaſt expanſe, 
Involy'd in winding orbs, until the brims 

Of outward circles bruſh theſe heavenly gates. 
The middle point a globe of curling fire 

Shall hold, which round it ſheds its genial heat x 
In all the endleſs orbs, from this machine; 


| In thoſe meanders turn'd, a duſty ball, 


Deſorm d all o'er with woods, whoſe ſhaggy tops 
Hover within their boughs, to choak the 
Impervious ſcenes of horror, till neſorm'd 

To fields, and grafly dales, and flow'ry meads, 


By your continua K pains: the torrid zone 


Here fries, with conſtant heat, the ſwarthy world; 
And duſty mountains, tumbled by the winds, | 
At either end ſhall rage, and high ſhall raiſe 
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Of defart nature, and th' eternal piles 

Load all the dreary coaſt, and thick in ice, 
Arm either pole, that yearly peeps aſcance 
On coming light, but feels no gentle ray 
The changeful climes, alternately they burn, 
And chill again by turns ; for both extremes 
Make their incurſions here ; and this my will 
 Unchangeable, ordains your doleful ſeat. 


Beneath, miſhapen chaos, and the field 
Of fighting atoms, where kot, moift, and dry, 
Wage an eternal war with diſmal roar ; = 
The diſmal roar breaks ſmoothly on the ground, 
Sacred to horror, and eternal night: 
In folds of wreathy mantling finks obſcure, 
And in dark fames reclines his drowſy head; 
An urn he holds, from whence a lake proceeds, 
Wide, flowing gently, finooth, and Lethe nam d: 
Hither compelP'd, each foul muſt drink long draughts 
And all the great ideas fade and die: 
For if vaſt thought ſhou'd play about a mind 
Inclos'd in fleſh, and dragging cumbrous life, 
Fluttering and beating in the mournful cage, 
It ſoon would break its grates and wing away: 
"Tis therefore my decree, the foul return 
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Naked from of this beach, and perfect blank, Hung 
To viſit the new world ; and ftrait to feel A pal 
Itſelf, in crude conſiſtence cloſely ſhut, 
The dreadful monument of juſt revenge; 


Immur d 


_ 

Immar'; heaven's own hand, and 

Os ning man, al pelo nd 

22 of clay ; th' zthereal mould ſhall bear 

1 of members, deafen'd with an ear, 

— i, and manacled in hands. 

For > vaſt ambition, and diſdain, 

= r creme th wal il, 

4 neighbouring atoms tear the ſoul; 

= hope, and love, and all the calmer turns 

Dr 
matter leads the dance; but one deſire, 

Unfatisfy'd, ſhall mar ten thoufand joys. 


| The rank of beings, that ſhall firſt advance, 
r 
_—_ great ſcene of cares. From all the ref, 
— langer for the deſtin d body wait, 
cls penance I expect; and ſhort abode 


2 Each has his Iamentable lot. — E 
* On different racks, abide the pains of life. 
Nightly he viſits all the fylvan feenes, - | 


Where, far remote, a melancholy moon 1 
Raiſing her head, ſerene and ſhorn of beams, 
— there her glimmerings thro the 
o make more awful darkneſs. Starry lights, 2 
771 ſhed round em as they burn 
pale ſad influence ; and they gild the plains 
With 
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The Saen ſhall haunt this ſolitary ground, 
And view the diſmal lkndfcape, limn'd within 
In horrid ſhades, mix d with umperfe& light. 
Here JupenxsnxrT, blinded by delufive Sanz, 
Contrafted through the cranny of an eye, 
Shoots up faint languid beams, to that dark ſeat 
Wberein the foul, bereav'd of native fire, 
Sits intricate, in miſty clouds obſcur'd, 
Nn from ufeif concral'd ; and there prefides 
Oer jarring images with reaſon's fway, 
Which. by his crdering mee cenfounds their form 3 W] 
And by decifiens more imbroils the fray - 
The more he ſtrives tappeaſe, the more he feels 
The ftruggling ſurges of the darkſome void 


The claſhing notions ftrike out cafual licht; 


Which ſoon muſt periſ and be lot again 
In the thick darkneſs round it. Now, he tries 
With all his might to raiſe ſome weighty thought, 
Of me, of fate, or of d etexnal round, 
Which but recoils to cruſh. the labouring mind. 
Of fleeting images he draws in vain 

To wond'rous length ; (for fill the turning mae la ſpe 
Eludes his art) its end flies far away, The t 


Returning 


[ 3) 

Returning oft on the ſame beaten thonghe: 
Fer much of good he talks, and life ſerene, 
Of happineſs deny d, the diſmal waſte 
Of wizdom's privilege, and th' obdurate breaft, 
Stubborn in anguiſh ; idle wiſdom, all 
Weak ſorcery to charm a real pain ; 
Diftaſting crowds and buſineſs, thus he ſeeks 
Diverkon in himſelf, bat with deep thoughts 
He kindles doubt; and white he ſtrives to blow 
The athes of, revives the brand of care. 


Hence far remov's, a different noily race 
In cities full and frequent take their ſeat, 
m; Where honour's cruſh'd, and gratitude oppreſi d. 
With fwelling hopes of gain, that raiſe within 
ö A tempeſt, and, drove onward by ſucceſs, 
Can find no bounds. For creatures of a day 
Stretch their wide cares to ages ; full increaſe 
Starves the penurious ſoul, while empty ſound 
Fills the ambitious ; that ſhall ever ſhrink, 
To tympany enormous. Bright in arms 
Here ſhines the hero, out he fiercely leads 
A martial throng, his inſtruments of rage, 
To fill the world with death, and thin mankind. 
Marking his way with blood ; the dreadful noiſe 
Begets a fame ; and all the breath he leaves 
pane e ſpent in his falſe praiſe, and vainly bloats 
The tyrant's ſoul ; while high his kingdoms riſe 
turning Around the ſervile globe, that tamely bends 
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here torturing engines roar 
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Cheated by flying prey; and now they teur 
Their panting fleſh ; and now with nails unclean 
They tug their ſhaggy beards ; and deeply quaif 
Of human woe, even when they rudely fip 
The flowing fiream, or chew the ſavoury pulp 
Of nature's freſheſt viands ; fragrant fruits | 
Enjoy d with trembling, and in danger fought. | 


But where th' appointed limits of a law, 
Fences the general fafety of the world, 
No greater quiet reigns ; for wanton man, 
In giddy frolick, eaſily leaps o'er 
Revenge, and luſt, and all the hideous train 
To endleſs ſhapes of woe. Here miſers mourn 
Departed gold, and their defrauded hes 
Dire perjuries complain ; the blended loads 
And give no reſt to man ; with pangs and throws - 
He enters on the ſtage ; prophetick tears 
And infant cries prelude his future woes ; 
And all is one continued ſcene of grief, 
Till the ſad fable curtain falls in death. 


But that laſt act ſhall in one moment cloſe | 
Of doubt and darkneſs ; pain ſhall crack the ſtrings 
Of life decay d; no leſs the ſoul convuls d, 


Trembles in anxious cares, and ſhuddering ſtands, 


Of future fate, till all the banks of clay 
Fall from beneath his feet; in vain he graſps 


The 


| Fab6) 
The ſhatter'd reeds that cheat his eaſy wiſh. 
Reaſon is now no more ; that narrow lamp 
(Which with its fickly fires wou'd ſhoot its beamg 
To diſtances unknown, and firetch its rays 
Afcance my paths, in deepeſt darkneſs veil'd) 1 
Is funk into his ſocket; inly there * 
It burns a diſmal light ; th' expiring flame 
Is choak'd in fumes, and parts in various doubt. 


Then the gay glories of the living world 
Qut of this feeble view; and riſing ſhade 

Sit hovering o'er all nature's various face: = 
Muſic ſhall ceaſe, and inftraments of joy 
Shall fail that ſudden hour ; nor can the mind 
Attend their ſounds, when fancies ſwim in death, 
Confus'd and cxuſh'd with cares; for long ſhall ſeem 
The dreary road, and melancholy dark, 
| That leads he knows not where : here empty ſpace 

Gapes horrible, and threatens to abſorp 

All being; yonder footy demons glare, 

And dolorous ſpeftres grin ; the ſhapeleſs rout 

Of wild imagination dance and play 
Before his eyes obſcure ; till all in death 
Shall vaniſh, and the prifoner, now enlarg d, 
Regains the flaming borders of the ſky. 


He ended. Peals of thunder rend the heavens 
And Chaos, from the bottom turn d, reſounds 
The mighty clangor : All the heavenly hoſt 
Approve the high decree, and loud they ſing 
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Tternal juſtice ; while the guilty troops, - 
Sad with their doom, but ſad without deſpair, 

Fall fluttering down to LzTre's lake, and there 
For penance, and the deſtin d body, 
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2 0 neuter culpandus, alter dum erpetit 


eee pee. 


[By Wittranm Manor, ii 
Firſt printed in the Year MDCCIXXXV. 
Ys you condemn thoſe ſages too refin'd, 


Who whilft ambition's fiercer fires they blame, 
Would damp each uſeful ſpark that kindles fame. 


Tis in falſe eſtimates the folly lies; 
The paſfion's blameleſs, when the judgment's wiſe. 


In vain philoſophers with warmth conteft, 
Life's ſecret ſhade, or open walk is beſt; 
Each has its ſeparate joys, and each its uſe : 
This calls the patriot forth, and that the muſe. 
Hence not alike to all the ſpecies, heaven 
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And Him, the wretch, who labours on with pain, 
For the low lucre of an uſeleſs gain, 
(Wiſe but to get, and aftive but to fave) 
May ſcorn deferv'd ftill follow to the grave. 


Bur 


But he who fond to raiſe a ſplendid name, 


| Raiſe the bright paſſion, but with judgment raiſe- 
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On life's ambitious heights wou'd fix his fame, : | 
In active arts, or vent'rous arms wou'd ſhine, , 
Yet uns the paths which virtue bids decline; | 
Who dignifies his wealth by gen'rous uſe, 

To raiſe th opprefs'd, or merit to produce —— 
Shall reaſon's voice impartial e er condema 
The glorious purpoſe of fo wiſe an aim? 


"T were dang'rous folly to ſuppreſs its fre. 
Her roll itiuftrious of fair renown * 

What laurels prompt the hero's uſeful rage: 

What prize the patriot's weighty toils engage? 
Each public paſſion bound to endleſs froſt, 

Each deed of ſocial worth for ever loſt. 


O! may the muſe infpire the love of praiſe, 


For this ſhe oft has tun d her ſacred voice, 

Call'd forth the patriot, and approv'd his choice; 
Bid him the ſteep aſcent to honor take, 

Nor, till the ſummit gain d, her paths forſake. 


ve ect ttt ane fe ns 
He too ſhall reach it who but well intends. 
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Bleſt youth ! infur'd the ſweeteſt voiſe of praiſe; 


| Who lives approv'd in Pope's unrival d lays. 


But bright example beſt inftrudts the heart: 


From active life what various bleſſings flow. - 

In him a juſt ambition ſtands confeſs'd ; 

It warms, but not inflames, his equal breaſt. 
See him in ſenates aft the patriot's part, 
Truth on his lips, the public at his heart : 
There neither fears can awe, nor hopes controul, 
Thc honeſt purpoſe of his fteady foul. 

No mean attachments e er ſeduc d his tongue 


| To gild the cauſe his heart ſuſpetted wrong ; 


But deaf to envy, faction, ſpleen, his voice 
Joins here or there, as reaſon guides his choice. 
To one great point his faithful labors tend, 
And all his toils in Britain 's intereſt end. 

To him each neighbor ſafe refers has claim, 
The right he ſettles, and abates the flame. 
Nor arts nor worth to Patrius fue in vain, 
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nes: 
For this he labors to improve his ftore, | 
For this he wiſhes to enlarge his pow'r ; 
This is his life's great purpoſe, end, and aim; f 


How different Rapax ſpent his worthleſs hour ! 
With treaſure indigent, a flave with pow's : 
Large ſums o'erlooking flill intent on more, 

He waſted, not enjoy d, his taſteleſs ſtore, 
His growing greatneſs rais'd his hopes the high'r, 
Twas thus amidſt profperity he pin'd ; 
For what can fill the falſe-ambitious mind t 
With all the honors that his prince cou'd give, 
With all the wealth his avazice zeccive, 
Reproack and want was all he lefe his heir. 


'Tis true, the patriot well deſerves his fame, 

But what avails it to the world beſide, 
* That Brutus bravely ſtab' d or Curtius dy d ? 
While Tully's merit, unconfin'd to place, 

Diffuſes bleſſinga down thro all our race; 

Remoteſt times his learned labors reach, d | 
| And Rome's great moraliſt e en now ſhall teach, 1 
* } Averſe to public noiſe, ambition's ſtrife, 
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| No uſeful product from the men of eaſe ? | 
And hall the muſe no ſocial merit boaſt ? 

Are alt ker vigils to the public loſt ? : 
'Tho' noiſy pride may ſcorn her filent toil, 
Fair are the fruits which bleſs her happy ſoil : 
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Still ſtubborn fads o'erthrew their fruitleſs toil ; 
For truth and fiftion who ſhall reconcile ? 


But Britain's ſons a ſurer guide purſue 


Tread fafe the maze ſince Newton gave the clue. 
Where-c'er he turn d true ſcience rear'd her head, 
While far before her puzzled ign'rance fled : 
From each bleſt truth theſe noble ends he draws, 
Uſe to mankind, and to their God applauſe. 
Taught by his rules ſecure the merchant rides, 
"Midſt various dangers ſafe to Britain's ſhores. 

Long as thoſe orbs he weigh d ſhall ſhed their rays, 


Vet if ſo juſt the fame, the uſe ſo great, 


Iyſtems to poiſe, and ſpheres to regulate, 


To teach the ſecret welt-adapted force, 

That fteers of countleſs orbs th unvaried courſe 3 
Far brighter honors wait the nobler part, 

To balance manners, and conduct the heart. 
Order without us, what imports it ſeen, 

If * within? 

— — 


— 
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Each uſeful paſſion taught its tone defign'd, 
In the nice concord of a well-tun'd mind. 
Does mean ſelf-love contract each ſocial aim ? 
Here. public tranſports ſhall thy foul inflame. 

Virtue and Deity ſupremely fair, 

Too oft delineated with looks ſevere, 

Reſume their native ſmiles and graces here: Þ 
Sooth' d into love relenting foes admire, 


Such are the fruits which from retirement fpring = 


Yet of the various taſks mankind employ, 
"Tis ſure the hardeſt, leiſure to enjoy. 
For one who-knows to taſte this godlike bliſs, 
Tho' each dull plodding thing, to pe the wiſe. 
(His boaſted wiſh from buſy ſcenes to run) 
The Gods to curſe poor Demea heard his vow, 
But thouſand fancied ills his peace moleſt : | 
And the long ling ring 

MOVE. 


Uſeleſs in buſineſs yet unkt for eaſe, 


Nor fkilf'd to ſerve mankind, nor form'd . 
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But equal paſſions let his boſom rule, 
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Live but the public burthen and diſgrace : 
Like mean attendants on life's ſtage are ſeen, 
Drawn forth to fill, but not conduct the ſcene. 


The mind not taught to think, no uſeful ftore 
To fix reflexion, dreads the vacant hour. 
Turn'd on itſelf its num'rous wants are ſeen, 
Yet cannot wiſdom ſtamp our joys complete ; 
"Tis conſcious virtue crowns the bleſt retreat. 


In life's gay ſcenes uncaſy thoughts ſuppreſs, 
And lull each anxious care indreams of peace. 
Midſt foreign objects not employ d to roam, 
Thought, fadly active, fill corrodes at home; 
A ſerious moment breaks the falſe repoſe, 

And guilt in all its naked horror ſhows. 


He who wou'd know retirement's joy refip'd, 
No Cynick's pride, no bigot's heated brain, 

No fruſtrate hope, nor love's fantaftick pain, 
With him muſt enter the ſequeſter's cell, 

Who means with pleaſing ſolitude to dwell ; 


A judgment candid, and a temper cool, 
Enlarg'd with knowledge, and in conſcience clear, 
Above life's empty hopes, and deaths vain fear. 

| 04 Such 


! 


| And all who deviate, vainly think mult err : 
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Such he mult be who greatly Eves alone : 


Such Portio is, in crowded ſcenes unknown. 
For pablic life with every talent born, 

Fortis far off retires with decent fcorn ; 
'Tho' without buſineſs, never unemploy d, 
And life, as more at leiſure, more enjoy d: 
For who like him can various ſcience taſte, 
His mind ſhall never want an endleſs feaft. 

In his bleſt ewning walk may' thou, may I. 
Oft friendly join in ſweet fociety ; 
Our lives like his in one ſmooth current flow, 


Kor fell d with tempett, nor too calmly flow ! 


Whilſt he like ſome great fage of Rome or Greece, 
Shall calm each riſing doubt and ſpeak us peace, 
And ſtamp with every virtue all the foul. 


Ah! bow unlike is Umbria's gloomy ſcene, 
Eſtrang d from all the chearful ways of men 
There ſuperſtition works her baneful pow'r, 
And darkens all the melancholy hour. 
Unnumber d fears corrode and haunt his breaſt, 
With all that whim or ign'rance can ſuggeſt. 

In vain for him kind nature pours her ſweets 3 
The viſionary faint no joy admits, 


And for heav'n's ſake heav'n's offer d good foregoes. 


Whate'er's our choice we ſtill with pride prefer, 
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Clodio in books and abſtract notions loſt, 
Sees none but knaves and fools in honour's poſt ; 
Whilſt Syphax, fond en fortune's fea to fail, 


(Forward her dang'rous ocean to explore,) 
Condemns as cowards thoſe that make the ſhore. 


Uſeful in what he ſhuns as what purſues; 
The hero's paſſion and the poet's fire, 

Each figure plac'd in nature's wiſe deſign, 
Ad form the whole with faireſt iymmetry- 
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THE 
MAN H TASTE. 
Ocean0n'd by an 
EPISTLE. 
— on that Subject. 
| [By the Row. Mr. Bares. 


der he be that to a Taſte aſpires, 
Let him read this, and be what he deſires, 
In men and manners vers d from life I write, 


True Tafte to me.is by this touchſtone known, 


That's always beſt that's neareſt to my own.. 
To ſhew that my pretenſions are not vain, 
My father was a play'r in Drury-lane. 
Pears and piſtachio-nuts my mother ſold, 
He a dramatic-poet, the a ſcold. 
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His tragick muſe could counteſſes affright, 
Her wit in boxes was my lord's delight. 
No mercenary prieſt e er join d their hands, 
Uncramp'd by wedlock 's unpoetick bands. 
Laws my Pindarick parents matter'd not, 
So I was tragi-comically got. 
My infant tears a fort of meaſure 
I dual d in diftichs, and in triplets wept, 
No youth did I in education waſte, 
Happy in an hereditary Taſte. 
Writing ne'er cramp'd the finews of my thumb, 
Nor barb'rous birch e er bruſh'd my tender bum 
My guts ne er ſuffer d from a college cook, 
My name ne'er enter'd in 2 buttery-book. 
Grammar in vain the ſons of Priſcian teach, 
Good parts are better than eight parts of ſpeech : 
Since theſe declin'd, thoſe undeclin'd they call, 
I thank my ftars, that I declin'd them all. 
To Greek or Latin tongues without pretence, 
I truſt to mother wit, and father ſenſe. 
Nature's my guide, all ſciences I icorn, 
Pains I abhor, I was a poet born. 


Yet is my goat for criticiſm ſuch, 
I've got ſome French, and know a little Dutch. 
Huge commentators grace my learned ſhelves, 
Criticks indeed are valuable men, | 
But hyper-criticks are as good agen. 
'Tho' Blackmore's works my foul with captures fill, 
With notes by Bently they'd be better full, 


The 
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The Boghouſe-Miſcellany's well def gu d. 

To eaſe the body, and improve the mind. 
Swift's whims and jokes for my reſentment call, 
For he diſpleaſes me, that pleaſes all. | 
Verſe without rhyme I never could endure, 
' Uncouth in numbers, and in ſenſe obſcure. 
To him as nature, when he ceas'd to ſee, 
Milton's an univerſal blank to me. 
Confrm'd and ſettled by the nation's voice, 
Rhyme is the poet's pride, and people's choice. 
Always upheld by national ſupport, == 

Ot market, univerſity, and court: 
Theſe lines ſhall live, when thine are out of ſeaſon. 
Rhyme binds and beautifies the poer's lays 


Had Cibber's ſelf the Careleſs Huſband wrote. 
Ee for the laurel ne er had had my vote: 

He thoroughly deſerves the — 

It pleaſes me, that Pope unlaurell goes, 
While Cibber wears the bays for playhouſe proſe © 
$0 Britain's monarch once uncover d fate, 
While Bradſhaw bully'd in a broad-brimm'd hat. 


Long live. old Cu! he ne er to publiſh fears, 
The ſpeeches, verſes, and laſt wills of peers.. 
How oft has. he a public ſpixit ſhewa, 

And pleas d our ears, regardleſs of his own ? 


But to give merit dne, though Cur!'s the fame, | 


Are not his brother book-ſcllers the ſame ? 
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Can ſtatutes keep the Britiſh preſs in awe, 
While that ſells beſt, that's moſt againſt the law? 


Lives of dead play'rs my leiſure hours beguile, 
"Tis charming reading in Ophelia's life, 

So oft a mother, and not once a wife : 

Alive with yoo, with monarchs in n 
Her lot how oft have envious harlots wept, 


By prebends bury d and by generals kept. 


T' improve in morals Mandevil J read, 
And Tyndal's ſcruples are my ſettled creed. 
I travelF'd early, and I foon faw through 
Shame, pain, or poverty ſhall I endure, 
When ropes or opium can my eafe procure ? 
When money's gone, and I no debts can pay, 
Self- murder is an honourable way. 

As Paſaran direQts I'd end my life, ] 
And kill myſelf, my daughter, and my wife. 
And men of ſpirit all ſhall cut their throats. 


Rut not to writings I confine my pen, 
I have a taſte for building, muſick, men. 
—_— 
With ſuperficial ſmatterings at moſt. 
Not ſo my mind, uniatisfied with hints, 
Knows more than Budgel writes, or Roberts prints. 
I know 


I know the town, all houſes I have ſeen, 

From High-Park corner down to Bednal-Green- 
Sure wretched Wren was taught by bungling Jones, 
To murder mortar, and disfigure ſtones ! 

Who in Whitehall can fymmetry diſcern ? 


That for one houſe I'd mortgage all my land. 
Dorick, Ionick, ſhall not there be found, 


Firſt bid bim build me a ftupendous dome, 
Which having finiſh'd, we ſet out for Rome; 
Take a week's view of Venice and the Brent, 
I'll have my Villa too, a fweet abode, 
Ins fituation hall be London road : 
Pots o'er the door I place like cits balconies, 


Which » Bently calls the gardens of Adonis. _ 


* Bentley's Milton, Book 9. ver. 439+ 
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Tu have my gardens in the faſhion too, 
For what is beautiful that is not new ? 
Fair four-legg'd temples, theatres that vye, 
With all the angles of a Chriftmas-pye. 
Does it not merit the beholder's praiſe, 
What's high to fink ? and what is low to raiſe ? 
Slopes ſhall aſcend where once a green-houſe toog, 
And in my horſe-pond I will plant a woed. 
Let miſers dread the hoarded gold to waſte, 
Expence and alteration ſhew a Taſte. 


In curious paintings Im exceeding nice, 
And know their fever} beauties by their price. 


Auctions and fales I conftantly attend, 
But chuſe my pictures by a ſkilful friend. 
The picture's value is the painter's name. 


My tafte in ſculpture from my choice is ſeen, 
I buy no ſtatues that are not obſcene; 
In ſpite of Addiſon and ancient Rome, 
Sir Cloudeſly Shovel's is my fav'rite tomb. 
How oft have I with admiration ſtood, 
To view ſome city-magiſtrate in wood, | 
F gaze with pleaſure on a lord-mayor's head, ./' 
at. Caft with propriety in gilded lead. L 
Oh could I view through Londen as I paſs,. 

Some broad Sir Balaam in Corinthian braſs; . = 
High on a pedeſtal, ye freemen, place 4 
Let's and ai, hr kim ates Chats. 
And grant the tradeſman, what a king's deny'd.. 1 
Old 
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Old coins and medals I collect, tis true, 
Sir Andrew has em, and III have em too. 
But among friends if I the truth might ipeak, 
Inke the modern, and deſpiſe th antique. 
Tho' in the draw'rs of my japan bureau, 

To lady Gripeall I the Czfars ſhew, 

"Tis to her ladyſhip or me, 

An Ee Oda, or » Scorch handed. 


Without Italian, or without an car, 
To Bononcini's mulick I adhere: 
Muſick has charms to ſooth a ſavage beaft, 
And therefore proper at a fheriff s fealt. 
My foul has oft a ſecret pleaſure found, 
In the harmonious bagpipe's lofty found. 
Im Engliſh bern, and love a grumbling noife. 
The ftage ſhould yield the ſolemn organ's rote, 
And ſcripture tremble in the eunuch s throat. 
Let Senefino fing, what David writ, 
Eager in throng che town to Heſter came, 
An Oratorio was a lucky name.. . 
Thou, Heideggze ! the Engliſh taſte haft ſound- 
And ruP'f the mob of quality with ſound. 
In lent, if Maſquerades diſpleaſe the town, 
Call em Ridotto's, and they ftill go donn: ; 
Go on, princePhyz! to pleaſe the Britiſh nation, 
Call thy next maſquerade a convocation. 


Bears, Bons, wolves, and clephants I breed, 


Next 


Sw S656 + foo @a@a _» =» com © 


. a__ 
Next lodge I'll be free-maſon, nothing leſa, * 
Unleſs I happen to be F. R. 8. 


I have a palate, and (as yet) two ears, 
Fit company for porters, or for peers. 
Of ev'ry uſcful knowledge Tve a ſhare, 
But my top talent is a bill of fare. 
Sir loins and rumps of beef offend my eyes, 
Pleas'd with frogs fricaſſeed, and coxcomb-pies. 
Dithes I chuſe though little, yer gentrel, 
| Snails the firſt courſe, and peepers crown the meal. 
I love young colly-flow'rs if ſtew d in cheeſe, F 
And give ten guineas for a pint of peas. 
No tatling ſervants to my table come, 
My grace is filence, and my waiter dumb. 
Queer country-puts extol queen Beſs's reign, 
And of loſt hoſpitality complain. 
Say thou that do'ſt thy father's table praiſe, 
Was there mahogena in former days ? 


Oh ! could a Britiſh harony be fold ! 
I would bright honour buy with dazling gold. 
Could I the privilege of peer procure, 
The rich I'd bully, and opprefs the poor. 
To give is wrong, but it is wronger fill, 
On any terns to pay a tradeſman's bill. 
I'd make the inſolent mechanicks ſtay, 
And keep my ready money all for play. 
d try if any pleaſure could be found, 
In toſſing up for twenty-thouſand pound. 
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Had I whole counties, I to White's would go, 
And fet land, woods, and rivers, at a throw. 
But ſhould I meet with an unlucky run, 

And at a throw be gloricuſly undone ; ' 
My debts of honour I'd diſcharge the firſt, 
Let all my lawful creditors be curs'd : 

My title would preſerve me from arreſt, 
And fcifing hired horſes is a jeſt. 


I'd walk the morning with an oaken flick, gs 
With gloves and hat, like my own ſootman, Dick. 
& focrman | end be, in ourward frow, 

: for my head, it ſhould ambiguous wear 

At once a periwig, and its own hair. 

My hair I'd powder in the women's way, 

And dreſa, and tall: of dreſſing, more than they. 
I'll pleaſe the maids of honour, if Lean; | 
Without black-velvet breeches, what is man? 

I will my Kill in button-holes diſplay, 

And brag how oft I ſhift me every day. 

Shall I wear cloaths, in awkward England made ? 
And fweat in cloth, to help the woollen trade? 
In French embroid'ry and in Flanders lace 

rn ſpend the income of a treaſurer's place. 
Deard's bill for baubles ſhall to thouſands mount, 
And I'd out-di'mond even the di mond count. 

I would convince the world by tawdry cloaths 
That Belles are lefs effeminate than beaux, 


0 ; To 


Wonen eee 


298992 


i! 


| 307] 


To boon companions I my time would give; 
With players, pimps, and paraſites I'd live, 
I would wich jockeys from Newmarket dine, 
And to rough riders give my choiceſt wine, 
I would careſs ſome ſtableman of note, | 
My ev'nings all I would with ſharpers ſpend, 
In Fig the prize kghter by day delight, 
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Ta ſend for Miſaubin, and take his pill. 


I ſhould: abhor, tho” in the utmoſt need, 
Arbuthnot, Hollins, Wigan, Lee, or Meads 
But if I found that I grew worſe and. worſe, 

I'd turn off Miſaubin and take a nurſe. 

How oft, when eminent phyſicians fail, 

Do good old women's remedies prevail? 


When beauty's gone, and Chloe's firuck with ven, 


Eyes ſhe can couch, or ſhe can ſyringe cars, 
Of graduates I diſlike the learned rout, 
ͤ— —„ 


Thus would Itive, with no dull pedants curs'd, 
Sure, of all blockheads, ſcholars are the worſt. 
Back to your Univerſities, ye fools, 

And dangle arguments on firings in ſchools : 

*T were well for England were there none at all. 
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With eaſe that loſs the nation might ſuſtain, 
Supply d by Goodman's-fields and Drury-lane. 
Compar'd to Haymarket, and Covent-garden : | 
Boaſt not your incomes now as heretofore, 
Ye beok-learn'd feats ! the theatres have more: 
Ye ftiff-rump'd heads of colleges be dumb; 
A fingle cunuch gets a larger ſum. 
Have ſome of you three hundred by the year; 
Booth, Rich, and Cidber, twice three thouſand clear. 
Should Oxford to her fiſter Cambridge join 
A year's rack-rent, and arbitrary fine : 
Thence not one winter's charge would be defray d. 
For play-houſe, opera, ball, and maſquerade, 
Glad I congratulate the judging age, 


I am a politician too, and hate 
Of any party, miniſters of ſtate : 
I'm for an act, that he, who ſev'n whole years 
Has ferv'd his king and country, loſe his ears. 


Thus from my birth I'm qualified you find, 
To give the laws of Taſte to human kind, 
Mine are the gallant ſchemes of politeſſe, 

For books, and buildings, pol iticz, and drefs. 
This is true Tafte, and whoſo likes it not, 
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Poor Dauon from the plains withdrew, 
To eaſe with plaints his love-fick mind ; 


LY 


How oftcn, CIIII, faichleſs maid, 
With arms entwined did we walk 
Beneath the cloſe unpierced ſhade, 
Beguiling time with ara'rous talk ! 
But that, alas ! is paſt, and I muſt prove 
'The pangs attending on forſaken love. 
HI. | 
But think not, CIT IA, I will bear 
With dull ſubmiſſion all the ſmart ; 
No, I'll at onee drive out deſpair, 
And thy lov'd image in my heart: 
All arts, all charms F'll practiſe to remove 
The pangs attending on forſaken love. 
| IV. 
Bacchus, with greeneſt ivy crown'd, 
Hither repair with all thy train ; 
For CxIIA triumphs in my pain: 


Wich 
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With gen'rous wine aſſiſt me to remove 
V. 

Com d reaſon be fo drown'd in wine, 
As never to revive again, 
Reliev'd at once from all & s pain! 

But reaſon flill with love returns, © prove 
The torments laſting of forſaken love. 
VI. 
Kindtes at the caching bows 
Shoots thro my blood a fierce defire ; 


A blaze that lights us to our ſhame, 
And robs us of a gay four-ſcore ; 
Reaſon again with love returns, m prove 
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IX. 
Ak me! the ſprightly-bounding doe, 
The chace, and ev'ry thing I view, 
Still to my mind recall my woe ! 
80 CEiia flies, fo I purſue : 
So rooted here, no arts can e'er remove 
The pangs attending on forſaken love. 
X * 
Then back, poor Damon, to thy grove, 
Since nought avails to eaſe thy pain; 
And patience anfwer ber dan: 
So gratitude may Cxria's boſom move, 
To pity, and reward thy conſtant love. 


— 


NATURE and FORTUNE. 

To the Earl of CREZSTERFIIE IS. 
ATURE and Foxrvre blith and gay, 
To paſs an hour or two, 


In frolick mood agreed to play 
At * What ſhall this man do ?* 


Come, II be judge then, Fox ruxx cries, 
And therefore muſt be blind; 
Then whip'd a napkin round her eyes, 
Aud ty'd it faſt behind. 


Als : : | Narunz 
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Naruns had now prepar'd her B 
Of names on ſcraps of leather, "YN 
Which ward, be gave them each a wilt, | 
And hufled them together- 


Thus mixt, which ever came to hand, 
She very furely drew ; | 
" For what that man ſhould do ? 


Toni alma but ene Sides to hear, 
What firange commands ſhe gave; 
And Cort an army have. 


At length when STax#oPE's name: was Comes 
Dame Na run fmil'd and cry d, 

Now tell me, ſiſter, this man's doom, 
And what ſhall him betide ? 


That Man, faid Fon run, ſhall be one 
Nay, then, quath Narunz, let's have done; 
Siſter, Tm ſure you fee. 


